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REMARKS. 


Sfjlptoreck  of  tf>e  J&etmsa. 

An  honest  sailor  having  gone  to  witness  an  exhibition  of 
the  tricks  of  a  conjurer,  was  suddenly  blown  into  the  air 
by  an  explosion  of  gunpowder  accidentally  ignited  in  the 
apartment  below.  Jack,  by  a  miracle,  happened  to  be 
landed  safe  and  sound  on  a  bed  of  cabbages  in  a  garden ; 
and,  supposing  all  the  while  that  this  was  but  a  part  of  the 
entertainment,  he  bolted  up,  and,  hitching  up  his  trousers, 
exclaimed,  “  Shiver  my  timbers  !  what  will  the  fellow  do 
next  ?” 

This  is  a  capital  joke,  and  exhibits  the  tar  in  his  unso¬ 
phisticated  mood ; — but  Jack  is  not  always  the  careless 
animal  that  land-lubbers  paint  him :  on  his  own  element 
he  is  calm  and  thoughtful ;  intrepid  in  battle,  firm  and 
provident  in  danger,  whether  his  ship  be  stranded  on  the 
rocks,  or  sink  silently  in  the  deep.  Tales  of  shipwreck 
possess  a  wild  and  melancholy  interest :  like  ghost-stories, 
they  draw  us  closer  round  the  fire  on  long  winter  nights  ; 
and  when  we  hear  “  a  brother  sailor  sing  the  dangers  of 
the  sea,”  the  rain  rattling  against  the  casement,  and  the 
wind  whistling  down  the  chimney,  realise  the  fearful  illu¬ 
sion,  and  terror  pictures  to  the  haunted  imagination  the 
spirit  of  the  storm. 

In  June,  1816,  the  French  frigate,  La  M6duse,  forty- 
four  guns,  commanded  by  M.  de  Chaumareys,  was  des¬ 
patched  to  occupy  the  French  possessions  on  the  west 
coast  of  Africa,  which  the  chivalric  generosity  of  England 
had  restored  to  her  conquered,  crest-fallen  enemy,  at  the 
general  peace.  Owing  to  a  very  relaxed  state  of  disci¬ 
pline,  and  an  ignorance  of  the  common  principles  of  navi¬ 
gation,  the  frigate  was  suffered  to  run  aground  on  the 
bank  of  Arguin.  Attempts  were  made  to  get  her  off,  but 
in  vain ;  a  raft  was  therefore  hastily  constructed  to  save 
the  crew  and  passengers,  which,  being  put  from  the  wreck, 
was  towed  by  the  ship’s  boats.  This  frail  bark  had  not 
proceeded  above  two  leagues  from  the  wreck,  when  the 
boats,  one  by  one,  cast  off  the  tow-lines,  and  disappeared ! 
Would  English  sailors  have  done  as  much  ?  We  doubt  it. 
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These  wretched  victims,  upwards  of  one  hundred  and 
ty,  crowded  together  in  a  narrow  space,  almost  destitute 
o  provisions,  and  without  either  chart  or  compass,  became 
furious  with  despair ;  indiscriminate  slaughter  ensued,  and 
on  the  third  day,  famine  produced  the  horrors  of  canni¬ 
balism.  The  following  night  was  marked  by  another  mas¬ 
sacre,  which  reduced  their  numbers  to  thirty.  Six  more 
days  of  suffering,  and  the  survivors  numbered  only  fifteen  ; 
when  the  Argus  brig,  which  had  been  sent  from  Senegal  to 
look  out  for  them,  appeared  in  sight,  and  bore  them  to 
Toi  t  Louis,  where  six  of  the  fifteen  died  from  exhaustion. 

Mr.  Moncrieff  has  borrowed  for  this  drama  little  but  the 
raft.  Eugenie  is  beloved  by  Adolphe  and  Constant ;  the  lat¬ 
ter  is  the  favoured  lover.  Shots  are  exchanged  between  the 
gallants,  but  both  proving  indifferent  marksmen,  swords 
are  drawn ;  the  town  drum  beats  the  alarm  ;  the  governor 
and  his  officials  appear ;  the  combatants  are  parted  ;  and, 
to  clap  an  extinguisher  on  their  pretensions  to  the  lady, 
both  are  sentenced  to  take  a  trip  to  Senegal.  But 
Eugenie  is  a  girl  of  spirit :  with  the  assistance  of  the 
widow  Gabrielle,  a  French  bum-boat  woman,  or  nautical 
Moll  Flaggon,  she  puts  on  the  disguise  of  a  young  sailor, 
and  enters  on  board  the  Medusa.  Crew  and  passengers, 
with  certain  love-sick  exceptions,  are  all  in  high  glee  ; 
and  the  ill-fated  vessel  leaves  Rochefort  Pier  amidst  shouts 
and  benedictions.  Among  the  ship’s  company  is  Jack 
Gallant,  the  boatswain,  a  high-spirited  British  sailor,  and 
a  wag  to  boot.  The  Medusa  is  just  entering  the  tropic  : 
and  Jack,  resolved  not  to  let  slip  an  opportunity  to  put  all 
m  good  humour,  gets  up  the  farce  of  Neptune  and  Am- 
phitrite ;  assumes  the  buskin  of  his  nautical  majesty ; 
collects  the  coppers  for  a  cauldron  of  grog ;  tricks  out  the 
old  handan  widow  in  the  sea-weeds  and  cockle-shells  of 
his  august  queen  ;  and  deputes  Jan  Kobold,  a  dram-drink^ 
mg  Dutch  skipper,  to  transmogrify  one  of  the  gun-car¬ 
riages  into  a  triumphal  car,  and  to  cobble  him  a  trident 
out  of  a  pair  of  grains  and  a  fish-gig ;  for  which  service 
the  said  Jan  is  to  receive  full  pay  as  prime  minister,  first 
fold  of  the  admiralty,  and  premier  Triton  !  And,  to  com- 
pfote  the  mummery,  half  a  dozen  able  seamen  (clean 
shaved  )  are  appointed  mermaids,  or  maids  of  honour  to 
Amphitrite.  The  entrance-money,  or  footing,  ( rint  ! )  is 
t  u  y  enforced,  under  pain  (the  voluntary  system  !)  of  the 
defaulter  being  lathered  with  hot  pitch,  shaved  with  a  rusty 
hoop,  and  soused  m  salt  water.  And  this  pleasant  cere- 
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mony  is  about  to  be  solemnly  performed  on  her  most  sacred 
majesty’s  contumacious  and  cowardly  grandson,  Mon.  Fran¬ 
cois,  when  the  sky  becomes  suddenly  overcast ;  the  wind 
howls  ;  the  sea  runs  mountains  high  ;  thunder  and  light¬ 
ning  complete  the  tempest ;  the  vessel  drives  on  headlong  ; 
the  timbers  creak  ;  she  heels  !  she  heels  ! — luff  round,  my 
boys  ! — all  hands  on  deck,  ahoy  ! — a  cry  is  heard — the  Me¬ 
dusa  strikes  on  the  peak  ! 

On  a  raft  constructed  by  Jack  Gallant,  the  passen¬ 
gers  and  crew  are  huddled  in  confusion  and  dismay ; 
and  the  command  of  the  long  boat,  upon  which  their 
existence  depends,  is  given  to  Adolphe.  Now  is  the  time 
for  revenge.  Constant  is  on  board  the  fatal  raft ;  Eugenie 
remains  at  Rochefort ;  burning  desire  has  made  his  heart 
its  own,  and  wrenched  it  from  humanity.  The  boat 
after  a  short  interval  casts  away  the  tow-line,  and  the  vic¬ 
tims  are  abandoned  to  their  fate  ! 

The  traitor  gains,  however,  little  by  his  treachery :  he 
and  his  companion,  Pompey,  a  nigger,  are  wrecked  on  the 
great  desert  of  Zaara  ;  and  Prince  Muhammed,  who  for 
sundry  good  reasons  has  sworn  eternal  enmity  against  the 
Christians,  threatens  him  with  a  series  of  tortures  highly 
recherche  and  unique,  previously  to  finally  spitting  him, 
and  knocking  him  on  the  head.  But  Liralie  (“  Oh,  what 
a  plague  is  an  obstinate  daughter!”)  entreats  that  he  may 
be  her  slave,  to  which  the  whiskered  old  infidel,  after 
many  angry  twirls  of  his  mustachios,  reluctantly  consents. 
But  the  charms  of  Liralie  do  not  compensate  for  the  ab¬ 
sent  Eugenie  :  he  would  trace  her  fair  lineaments,  and, 
pulling  out  his  pocket-book  for  that  purpose,  sees  the 
letter  which  she  had  consigned  to  the  care  of  the  young 
mid  on  board  the  Medusa,  to  be  delivered  to  him  on  his 
arrival  at  Senegal.  He  opens  it,  and,  to  his  horror,  dis¬ 
covers  that  the  bearer  of  the  letter  is  Eugenie  !  A  boat  is 
instantly  procured,  and  the  princess,  resolving  to  share  his 
fate,  accompanies  him  in  search  of  the  cast-away  sufferers. 
It  reaches  the  raft  just  in  time  to  save  the  miserable  few 
that  mutiny,  exhaustion,  and  cannibalism  have  spared. — 
Constant  and  Eugenie  become  man  and  wife,  as  do 
Adolphe  and  the  princess  ;  and  a  grand  Moorish  ballet 
concludes  the  sports. 


G. 


Cast  of  tfje  Characters, 

As  originally  sustained  at  the  Royal  Coburg  Theatre. 


King-  Zaide . 

Muhammed.. . . . . . . . 

Falidime . 

Governor  of  Senegal . . . 

Captain  Louis . 

Constant . . . ......1... 

Adolphe . . 

Jack  Gallant . 

Jan  Kobold . 

Victoire . 

Francois . 

Pompey . 

Soldiers,  Sailors,  Moors,  fyc. 

Eugenie . 

Liralie . 

Widow  Gabrielle . 

Villagers,  Natives,  &c.  &c. 


.Mr.  Bradley. 
.Mr.  Gale. 

.Mr.  George. 
.Mr.  Anderton. 
.Mr.  Blanchard. 

.  Mr.  Cordell. 

•  Mr.  H.  Kemble. 
.Mr.  T  P  Cooke 
.Mr.  Gallot. 

.Mr.  W.  Reeves. 
.Mr.  Davidge. 
Mrs.  Davidge. 


Miss  Love. 
Miss  Watson. 
Mr.  Beverley. 


Rich  Moorish  tunic — white  and  gold  crimson  robe,  and 
sandals — Tiara  on  his  head. 

MUHAMMED. — Nearly  thesame.dress — less  rich. 

FAHDIME. — Rich  Moorish  tunic,  and  purpie  robe. 
GOVERNOR.— French  military  uniform— blue  faced  with  red 
cross  of  the  legion  of  honour. 

CAPTAIN  LOUIS. — French  naval  uniform. 

ADOLPHE.— Ditto. 

CONSTANT.— Ditto. 

JAN  KOBOLD. — Dutch  sailor’s  dress. 

.  ,.J^(rK  GALLANT— Blue  jacket—  white  trowsers— check  shirt— 
black  handkerchief,  and  straw  hat. 

VIC1  OIRE. — French  sailor’s  dress. 

FRANCOIS. — French  peasant’s  dress. 

POMPEY.— Smart  livery,  green  and  gold, 

CAN  I EEN. — French  soldier’s  dress. 


EUGENIE.— First  dress— Plain  White 
dress — French  midshipman’s  do. 

LIRALIE. — Moorish  princess’s  tunic  and 
GABRIELLE. — Old  woman’s  dress,  with 


muslin  dress.  Second 

trowsers,  white  and  gold 
man’s  coat  over  vt. 


SHIPWRECK  OF  THE  MEDUSA. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— The  pier  at  Rochefort  by  moonlight— ocean¬ 
aut!  the  Medusa  at  anchor  in  the  back  ground. — Captain 
Louis's  house  — R. — the  Governor  of  Senegal's  house, 
u. —  Sailor  lads  and  lasses  discovered ,  as  the  curtain 
rises,  dancing  and  singing. 

GLEE  and  CHORUS. 

Day  and  labour  ended  sweetly, 

Now’s  the  hour  for  fun  and  glee  ; 

The  moon-beams  dance  on  the  ocean  featiy. 

And  as  lightly  dance  on  the  shore  will  we. 

In  port!  and  each  hisgirl  so  sweet  with, 

The  present  hours  in  bliss  we’ll  steep, 

Nor  think  what  dangers  we  may  meet  with, 

When  we  again  sail  o’er  the  deep. 

Chorus. 

Over  the  sands  we’ll  like  sea  sprites  go, 

With  a  sea  jig  step  and  a  yeo  '  yeo  !  yeo  ! 

Yeo !  yeo!  yeo ! 

But  hark  the  vesper  bell  is  sounding, 

And  ne’er  must  Gallic  tar  wax  faint; 

But  still  to  pay  his  vows  be  bounding 
To  his  girl  and  ship,  and  patron  saint. 

Sweet  cure  for  error — balm  for  sorrow, 

Let’s  haste  our  orisons  to  pay  ; 

And  then  with  hearts  as  free  to-morrow, 

Merrily  sport  again  we  may. 

Chorus. 

Hasten  to  vespers,  hasten  home. 

Warn’d  by  the  convent  bells  bim  borne, 

Borne  .  bim  !  borne  ! 

severally.— Music. — Pompey  steals  on,  L. —  and 
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f  ACT  I. 


cautiously  reconnoitres  the  scene  to  ascertain  no  one 
is  within  sight  or  hearing. 


Pom.  It’s  all  still  now — sailor  lass  and  jack  tar  all 
run  after  big  Tom  Bell,  and  make  prayer  to  great  spirit 
for  bad  boy.  Massa  !  massa  !  [claps  his  hands. — Enter 
Adolphe,  l, —  ]  Pompey  look  wid  all  him  eye,  but 
him  no  see  no  ting  at  all.  Every  ting  quiet  but 
sea  and  wind,  dem  never  quiet,— no  fear  peep  now, 
massa. 


Adol.  Good,  I  would  not  have  the  idle  crowd  see  bow 
one  fatal  passion  cau  unman  a  sailor’s  heart.  Oh 
Eugenie!  dear,  cruel  Eugenie  ! — one  last  look  at  the  be¬ 
loved  mansion  that  enshrines  thee, — one  last  look  per¬ 
chance  at  thee,  and  then  for  endless  darkness  and  des¬ 
pair.  To-morrow  this  fatal  expedition  sails,  and  bears 
me  from  thee  for  ever! — Maddening  reflection!  bears  me 
away  to  leave  thee  a  willing  bride  to  a  too  favoured  rival. 
Distraction  !  there’s  more  than  madness  in  that  thought, 

it  must  not — shall  not  be — no,  sooner  in  one  common 
ruin  will  I  hurl  myself,  my  rival,  and  even  thee,  proud 
beauty,  Eugenie  ! 

Pom.  Dear  massa! — kind  massa!— no  frown — no 
stamp  — no  bite  your  lip  so— Pompey’s  heart  break  if 
master’s  finger  ache  !  much  more  dis  ! 

Adol.  Boy,  boy,  the  fires  of  slighted  love  and  can¬ 
kering  jealousy  burn  in  my  breast,  and  make  it  a  vol¬ 
cano  !  My  heart’s  in  flames,  and  ’tis  my  rival’s  blood  or 
mine  alone  can  quench  it ! 

Pom.  Poor  massa  !— Pompey’s  heart  bleed  to  hear  !  him 
wish  him  blood  do  massa  good,  [noise  without ,  o.  p.J 
— hey !  sure  me  hear  Buckra  man  come  dis  way,  massa. 

Massa,  a  foot  in  my  ear. — Dear  massa,  no  stay  here _ no 

let  strange  Buckra  see  brave  officer  cast  down  for  foolish 
girl.  Ha,  if  him  eye  no  tell  big  story,  Pompey  see  pet¬ 
ticoat.  r 

Adol.  By  heaven  ’tis  Engenie  herself,  and  with 

Constant!  yes,  my  detested  rival!— they  come  this  way _ 

Sdeath  !  how  he  wreathes  his  arm  around  her,  and  pours 

his  cursed  vows  into  her  listening  ear1 _ Oh  that  mv 

looks  were  lightning,  that  I  could  sear  his  life  up  at  a 
glance !  1 


Pom.  [ aside .]  IfPompey  no  get  massa  away,  discurselove 
make  great  blow  up  and  play  him  very  devil  ; — dis  wav 
massa,  dis  way, -him  rival  come— Pompey  fear  mischief! 


SCENE  I.]  SHIPWRECK  OF  THE  MEDUSA.  II 

Adol.  By  heavens  !  though  it  is  agony  and  death  to 
stop,  I  cannot  tear  myself  away. 

Pom.  Hush!  massa — him  come  dis  way, — devil,  he 
no  go, — what  I  do? — ha!  massa — stand  one  side  and 
see  all  as  pass  through  house. 

[Music. — Pompey  drags  Adolphe  aside,  L. 

Enter  Constant  and  Eugenie,  r. 

Con.  Cheer  up,  love,  to-morrow  every  bar  to  our 
union  will  be  removed  :  your  father,  who  would  frown 
upon  our  passion,  sails  with  Adolphe  for  Senegal.  Your 
mother  is  favourable  to  my  suit,  and  long  ere  his  return 
may  your  fond  sire’s  consent  be  won.  My  haughty  rival 
once  removed,  soon  will  we  be  united,  love,  to  part  no 
more. 

Adol.  [ rushing  out .]  Never! — robber!  murderer! 
plunderer  of  my  affections’  home!  and  stabber  of  my 
peace! — coward,  that  would  basely  take  advantage  of  my 
absence  to  consummate  an  act  you  would  not  dare  when 
present ! 

Con.  These  are  hard  words,  lieutenant,  for  a  sailor 
to  digest.  I  must  have  satisfaction. 

Adol.  You  shall  and  instantly,  Constant;  here  are  my 
pistols — choose!  and  now  heaven  speed  one  happy  ball 
to  rid  me  of  my  rival  or  my  life ! 

Con.  This  is  somewhat  sudden  !  but  no  matter,  take 
your  ground,  sir. 

Eugenie.  Hold!  hold!  barbarians! — for  my  sake— for 
your  own  sakes — for  mercy’s,  heaven’s  sake  forbear  ! — 
help,  help!  nurse!  Gabrielle  !  [Exit  for  help,  R. 

Adol.  Are  you  prepared  ? 

Con.  I  am ! 

Adol.  Fire!  [they  exchange  shots.]  Confusion!  both 
unhurt ! — the  powers  of  darkness  fight  against  us. 
But  I  must  not  thus  be  foiled ! — Now  is  the  moment, 
fate,  or  ver.  You  have  a  sword,  Constant— draw  ! 

[theyfght. 

Eugenie,  [re-entering.]  Help!— help! — nurse!  — Ga¬ 
brielle  ! 

Pom.  Murder!  murder!  Oh,  dis  curse  love  ! 

Enter  Widow  Gabrielle,  l.  u.e. 

Gab.  Marry,  come  up,  here’s  a  high  wind  ; — what’s 
all  this  about  ? — fighting! — why  the  old  woman  is  never 
to  be  out  of  battles.  Why,  bless  me!  it’s  Monsieur 
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Adolphe  and  young  Constant ;  egad,  I'll  soon  make  one 
among  you:  [ interposes  with  her  crutch  stick.]  put  up 
your  swords,  1  say — I  don’t  value  your  snickersnees  a  pin 
— I’ve  faced  a  thousand  of  them  before  now.  [ drum  beats.  J 
There,  you’ve  alarmed  the  city  guard,  and  we  shall  all 
get  clapped  in  the  round  house.  Put  up — put  up. 

[ parts  thejn. 

Enter  Governor,  Canteen,  and  Guards,  l. 

Pom.  Bless  him  heart,  here  come  governor— pretty 
fish  of  kettle  now.  Oh!  dis  curse  love  !  [aside. 

Gov.  Hold,  madmen  !— who  thus  breaks  through  our 
city’s  peace.  [Pompey  explains  aside. J  Indeed!  but  I  sus¬ 
pected  such.  Sheath  your  swords,  desperate  men,  and 
hear  my  orders  :  to  end  at  once  this  rivalry  and  strife, 
neither  shall  have  the  girl — you  both  shall  sail  for  Se¬ 
negal  to-morrow,  and  till  that  hour  I’ll  not  lose  sight  of 
you.  Onwards,  no  words  ;--guards,  take  care  of  the 
women. 

Con.  Unhappy  chance ! 

Adol.  Fortune,  I  thank  thee  ! 

[  Exeunt  Governor,  Adolphe,  Constant,  and  Pompey, 
L. — Canteen  and  Soldiers  restrain  Eugenie. 

Eugenie.  Torn  from  me  ! — ah  ! —  [faints. 

Gab.  Fainting,  and  I've  got  nothing  but  brandy 
about  me — how  unlucky,  [takes  a  drop.]  Dear  me,  it  re¬ 
vives  one  wonderfully, — there  can  be  no  harm  in  letting 
her  have  a  smell — it’s  quite  a  nosegay,  I  declare; — ah, 
she’s  beginning  to  come  too  already — there’s  nothing  like 
brandy  ! — Here,  Annette.  Cheer  up,  darling,  it’s  only 
old  nurse;  there,  there,  take  her  in,  Annette.  Gently, 
gently,  poor  thing.  [Exeunt  Annette  and  Eugenie  into 
house.]  Now  then  to  go  and  see  after  that  chicken-hearted 
grandson  of  mine,  and  keep  his  spirits  up  for  his  voyage 
to-morrow;  and,  egad,  I  must  keep  up  my  own  spirits 
too,  for  my  brandy  bottles  have  got  rather  low’,  and  l 
shall  want  plenty  in  Senegal. 

Can.  Come,  mother,  are  you  ready  to  march  ? 

Gab.  March,  quotha,  rogues — where? 

Can.  Why  to  the  guard  house,  to  be  sure,  to  see  how 
you’ll  stomach  a  night’s  lodging  in  the  black-hole ; — 
didn’t  you  hear  the  governor  order  us  to  take  care  of  you  ? 

Gab.  Take  care  of  me  ! — marry,  you’d  better  take 
care  of  yourselves,  rogues.  Ah,  you  may  point  your 
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bayonets— 1  don’t  value  them  a  pin — I’ve  had  a  whole 
regiment  on  me  before  now,  and  been  master  of  them, 
and  I’m  not  going  to  flinch  from  you.  Come  on,  dogs, 
I’ve  a  little  bit  of  oak  here,  that’s  a  match  for  six  at  any 
time. 

[ Fights  Canteen  and  Soldiers  off. 

SCENE  II. —  Interior  of  the  Fleur  de  Lis,  a  French  pot¬ 
house. — Jack  Gallant,  Jan  Kobold,  Frangois,  Victoire, 

<5fC. ,  discovered  drinking,  r. 

Omnes.  Ha!  ha!  ha! 

Vic.  Wellcome,  comrades,  we’ll  drink  a  safe  voyage 
to  Senegal. 

Jan.  Donner  and  Blitzen — I’ll  drink  any  thing  so 
long  as  the  bottle  dues  but  pass. 

Omnes.  [drinking  ]  A  safe  voyage  to  Senegal. 

Fran.  A  safe  voyage  ;  ah,  I  hope  it  will  be  a  safe  voy¬ 
age  ;  I  went  yesterday  to  insure  my  life  at  the  office,  and 
do  you  know,  comrades,  they  had  the  assurance  to  tell  me 
they  wouldn’t  undertake  I  shouldn’t  break  my  neck— 
And  that,  as  for  drowning,  they  didn’t  think  there 
was  much  fear  of  that,  for  that  I  was  destined  to  some¬ 
thing  else. 

Omnes.  Ha,!  'ha!  ha! 

Jack.  Avast  heaving,  landlord,  and  bring  too,  you 
Swab — .I’ve  got  another  shot  left  still  in  the  locker,  so 
fire  us  another  broadside  of  your  grape  aboard,  d’ye 
hear  me  ? 

Land.  Oui,  certainement,  my  lor — 

Jack.  Don’t  my  lord  me,  you  hulks,  I’m  plain  Jack 
Gallant,  without  a  copper  in  the  world. 

Jan.  Der  Deyvil  Kinchin!  push  the  drink  about, — 
sapperment,  I’m  as  dry  as  a  summer  dyke.  Any  news 
of  the  deserters,  chicken-hearted  dogs,  Hagel  and 
Sturm  ?  who  but  myself  would  be  mate  to  such  a  set  ?■ — 
Why  half  of  them  haf  run  away. 

Fran.  1  wish  I  could  run  away;  but  that  terrible 
grandmother  of  mine!  she’d  kill  me  if  I  did. 

Jan.  We  must  recruit  our  losses  somehow.  Who 
haf  we  here  ?— a  stranger' — a  stout  one  too;  he  may, 
perhaps,  enter.  What  cheer,  messmate  ? 

Jack.  A  German. — I’ll  speak  vessel  with  him— I  don’t 
half  like  parleying  with  these  mounseers.  Ship  ahoy, 
boy ! 
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Jan.  Yaw  Mynheer — sappernrent — fair  spoken  enough 
—  where  bound,  old  heart? 

Jack.  Stranded  by  press  of  foul  weather,  on  a  strange 
coast,  with  loss  of  cargo  and  damage  of  vessel,  looking 
out  for  a  port. 

Jan.  Hagel  and  Donner  !  throws  out  signals  of  dis¬ 
tress  ; — what  guns  do  you  carry,  mate  ? 

Jack.  Rated  able  bodied  for  the  last  ten  years — know 
every  tack  of  the  ship  from  larboard  to  starboard,  stem  to 
starn. 

Jan.  Your  hand — we'll  drink  together; — Hagel  and 
Donner,  what  stuff  is  this— snow-wasser  !  pah;  brandy! 
brandy!  Upsees,  man,  upsees,— never  droop— I’ll  find 
you  a  birth.  Ich  bin  cruizing  in  search  of  hands;  sap- 
perment,  you  shall  be  Bosen  of'the  Medusa  for  Senegal  : 
ahoy!  viveleroi! — Louis  for  ever  ! 

Jack.  What !  desert  my  king  and  country,  you  shark  ? 
—never!  I’ve  fought  and  bled  for  old  England  -  I’ve 
been  wrecked  and  lost  my  all,  and  past  my  life  in  her  ser¬ 
vice,  and  though  she  neglects  and  deserts  her  brave  tars 
just  now,  damn  me  if  I’ll  ever  desert  her:  she  may  one 
day  reflect  on  our  services  and  reward  them  ;  but  whether 
she  does  or  no,  when  the  hour  of  peril  comes  and  a  pre¬ 
sumptuous  enemy  dares  to  invade  her  shores,  old  Eng¬ 
land  will  find,  as  she  always  has  done,  her  best  defences 
in  her  wooden  walls. 

Jan.  Strafe  micht  helle, — you  misunderstand  me. 
comrade;  the  Medusa  don’t  tack  on  a  fighting  course] 
her  lay  is  to  Senegal,  to  take  out  troops  and  supplies  for 
der  colony. 

Jack.  Hum!  that’s  another  matter.  Bosen  of  the 
Medusa,  why  then  it  will  still  be  my  task  to  thrash  the 
Mounseers,  so  I’ll  accept  the  birth. 

Jan.  A  bargain.  Your  hand  and  a  bumper  of  brandy 
sal  bind  it.  We  sail  at  day-break- double  wages,— a 
stout  vessel,  and  extra  allowance  of  right  Nantz  : 

“Saufen  bier,  und  hrante-wein, 

Schmeissen  alle  die  fenstern  ein  ; 

Ich  ben  liederlich 
Du  bist  liederlich  ! 

Sind  wirnicht  liederlich  leute  a.” 

But  where’s  that  houndsfoot  Schelm  Francois  ? 

Fran.  Here,  Mister  Jan. 

Jun.  Where  is  that  old  hag  of  a  grandmother 
your  s?— sapperment,  Toll  want  more  brandy. 
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Fran.  Here  she  is,  Mister  Jan  Oh,  dear  me,  I  don’t 
like  the  thoughts  of  going  upon  the  wide  sea  at 
all — it  turns  me  quite  sick  ;  I  wish  I  could  take  a  good 
heart  and  run  away  before  they  sail.  [aside. 

Gab.  [ without ,  l. —  ]  Why,  Francois! — grandson! 
— where  are  you  ? 

Enter  Widow  Gabriei.le,  l. 

Fran.  Oh!  dear!  oh!  dear!  here  she  comes — it’s 
all  over  with  me.  [aside.']  Here,  Granny. 

Gab.  Death  and  fury  !— I  see  I  shall  make  nothing 
of  you,  you’ll  be  a  disgrace  to  my  blood, — but  I’ll  give 
you  one  trial;  I’ve  been  in  eighteen  hard  campaigns,  still 
I’ll  turn  out  once  more  and  go  to  Senegal  to  see  you  do 
your  duty,  and  when  you  can’t  do  it,  boy,  why  the  old 
woman  will  do  it  for  you. 

Jan.  Well,  mother,  any  brandy  aboard  ? 

Gab.  More  brandy  ! — don't  you  know  it’s  just  day¬ 
break  ;  1’faith  if  you  don’t  soon  stir  about  your  business, 
dogs,  the  old  woman  will  stir  some  of  you.  [gun  Jires.] 
There,  I  declare  if  there  isn’t  the  signal  gun  from  the 
garrison,  for  the  vessel  to  lie  in  shore  ;  away  with  you — 
away  with  you.  Come,  Francois,  I  must  see  you  safe 
aboard,  boy,  and  then  to  attend  to  Miss  Eugenie.  Gad- 
zooks,  but  she’s  a  girl  of  spirit,  [aside.]  Come,  boy,  ’ent 
you  transported  ? 

Fran.  Yes,  I  am  transported,  and  I’m  afraid  for  life. 

Gab.  Now,  dogs,  ’ent  you  ashamed  of  yourselves 
to  be  in  this  drunken  state  ? — but  stop,  we’ll  have 
one  glass  of  brandy  before  we  start,  and  then  you  know 
we  shall  be  in  good  spirits. 

Jan.  Dormer  and  Hagel,  but  der  old  hag  will  have 
her  way— fill  up  bumpers — a  fair  wind  and  a  quick  re¬ 
turn. 

Omnes.  A  fair  wind  and  a  quick  return; — huzza! — 
Come,  Bosen. 

[Exeunt  Gabrielle,  Frangois,  Jan,  Victoire,  §c.  L. 

Jack.  See,  here’s  luck  now — here’s  squalls  abroad; — 
well,  shiver  my  timbers,  but  it’s  an  ill-wind  that  blows 
no  swab  good.  Here  now,  half  an  hour  ago,  was  I  sailing 
without  compass — hadn’t  a  shot  in  the  locker — was  fast 
stranded,  and  on  the  lee  way  to  the  sharks— had  mon¬ 
key’s  allowance, — and  in  a  brace  of  shakes  am  I 
made  Bosen  of  the  Medusa,  for  Senegal,  and  have  double¬ 
allowance; — well,  any  thing  to  get  out  of  the  plaguey 
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encampments,  where  a  parcel  of  lobster-looking  sons  of 
guns  run  down  every  poor  tar  they  meet  with.  What, 
though  we  didn’t  win  Waterloo,  damme,  we  led  the  way 
to  it.;  — we  won  the  Nile  and  Trafalgar,  aye,  and  single 
handed  too,  and  we  will  again  whenever  old  England 
chooses  to  give  the  word,  for  British  heart  of  oak  stands 
firm  for  ever  !  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  III. — Rochefort  harbour . — Medusa  at  anchor  in 
the  distance. — Daybreak. 

Enter  Eugenie,  disguised  in  a  sailor's  dress ,  r. 

Eugenie.  Thus  far  I  have  effected  my  escape  in  safety  ; 
surely  nurse  will  not  fail  to  meet  me  here!  The  morning 
wears  apace — Heaven  grant  its  rising  beams  may  not 
betray  my  flight.  I  think  that  I  may  trust  this  boy’s  dis¬ 
guise  :  —  my  native  land,  my  mother,  kindred,  friends, 
farewell  ! — I  forsake  all  for  love  !  yes,  my  Constant,  for 
love  and  thee,  1  brave  a  thousand  ills  !  thrice  happy  if  at 
last  you  bless  my  hopes.  Ha,  Gabrielie arrives. 

\_Music.—A  boat  puts  from  the  ship,  L. —  and  makes  its 
way  to  the  shore. — Widow  Gabrielle,  Victoire,  and 
Sailors  land  from  it. 

Vic.  Yeo,  ho  !  mother,  here  you  are. 

Gab.  Yes,  and  not  before  I  ought  to  be  ;  but  what 
must  I  give  you  for  this  bout,  dogs  ? 

Vic.  Why  mess  us  out  a  ration  of  grog  on  board,  and 
we’ll  talk  about  the  coppers  some  other  time. 

Sailor .  Aye,  aye,  we’ll  take  it  out  in  grog.  Come, 
mother,  lug  forth,  we  know' you  never  travel  without  the 
brandy  bottle  about  you. 

Gab.  No,  not  exactly, — ha!  ha!  ha!  you  know 
how  to  come  over  the  old  woman,  you  rogues,  you  do, — 
but  I’ve  no  objection — you  shall  both  have  a  bumper  for 
your  pains,  and  i ’faith  I  don’t  care  if  T  take  one  along 
with  you; — come,  here’s  my  better  health.  [ they  all 
drink.]  Now  then,  away  with  you,  and  the  saints  grant 
this  may  not  be  the  last  bottle  we  shall  empty  together. 

Vic.  With  all  our  hearts  ; — good-bye,  old  girl,  good¬ 
bye.  Yeo,  ho!  boy,  yeo,  ho! 

[ Exeunt  Sailors  and  Victoire,  — R.  s.  E. 

Eugenie.  Gabrielie! 

Gab.  Ah,  Eugenie,  darling,  are  you  there? — what, 
then,  you’re  resolved  to  go? — well,  i’faith  I’ll  not  baulk 
your  fancy,  for  I  love  a  girl  of  spirit  to  my  life  !  Hark  ! 
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there’s  the  signal  gun  to  assemble  the  crew  for  embarka¬ 
tion.  [gun  Jires — ship  puts  inshore .]  And  here  they  come. 

Jack,  [without.]  Luff  up,  luff  up,  you  swabs,  crowd 
all  canvas,  and  make  sail,  d’ye  hear  me?  or  damme,  if 
you  hang  astarn  if  1  don’t  lay  the  cat  on  board  and  give 
some  of  you  a  salt  eel  for  supper  ! 

Enter  Jack.  Gallant,  Jan  Kobolu,  Francois,  Sailors, 
and  Vici’oire,  r. 

Jan.  Sapperment  dis  Jnglishman  be  der  deyvil  to  keep 
them  to  der  tether. — Tt  be  goot,  very  goot — a  rare  Bosen 
— I  sail  trink  his  health. 

Fran.  Oh,  dear  me!  I  wish  I  could  run  away  and  hide 
myself  till  the  ship  has  sailed;  but  there’s  that  terrible 
Englishman,  and  that  terrible  Mr.  Jan,  and  my  terrible 
grandmother:  oh,  laws,  what  a  terrible  set  I’ve  got 
among.  Eh  !  here  comes  the  governor  and  the  captain, 
ah,  it’s  all  over  with  me  now. 

Enter  the  Governor,  Captain  Louis,  Adolphe,  Con¬ 
stant.  Pompey,  Guards,  &o.  r. 

Cap  Now  then,  is  all  prepared,  JanKobold? 

Jan.  All,  captain.  Der  liquor  is  all  safe  stored,  and 
der  crew  ready. 

Cap.  What  news  of  the  deserters  ? 

Jan.  Nein,  nein  ! — dey  liauve  escapet,  der  flinchin 
dogs — but  1  have  engaged  some  substitutes,  dis  brave 
Englishman  will  be  der  Bosen,  and — 

Gab.  I  have  a  volunteer  in  the  place  of  the  run¬ 
away  midshipman,  captain.  This  youth!  an  orphan! 
will  suit  you  to  a  turn.  The  old  woman  will  be  his  sure¬ 
ty,  and  you  know  she  never  yet  deceived  you,  my  noble 
commander.  [presenting  Eugenie. 

Cap.  You  say  he  is  an  orphan,  should  he  prove  de¬ 
serving,  he  shall  not  want  a  father  while  I  live. 

Eugenie.  Ah,  sir,  if  you  desert  me,  I  have  no  other 
parent ! 

Cap.  Be  assured.  Now  then  embark,  boys! 

Gab.  Come,  nephew. 

Fran.  Oil,  lord  !  [aside. 

Con.  Dear  Eugenie !  Farewell,  perhaps,  forever! 

Adol.  Constant,  I  triumph — 1  do  not  leave  you  to 
supplant  me.  [aside. 

Jack.  About  ship,  you  lubbers,  and  aboard  - bear  a 
hand,  you  swabs, — bustle  !  bustle  ! 
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Jan.  Der  deyvil  !  ich  bin  dry  as  a  dyke. 

Jack.  Yeo,  ho!  yeo,  ho!  there! 

SONG  and  CHORUS.— Omnes. 

Jack. 

Come  bear,  lads,  bear, 

The  wind  is  fair, 

The  hour  is  come  for  parting  ; 

The  anchor's  weigh’d, 

The  signal’s  made, 

Each  sail’s  unfurl’d  for  starting, 

The  pennon  flies, 

While  from  bright  eyes, 

Fond  tears  are  fastly  flowing  ; 

But  dash  away 
The  tender  spray, 

And  sing  to  cheer  our  going. 

Chorus. 

Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  myjolly  hearts, 

And  while  we  sail  let’s  sing; 

Heav’n  guard  the  lives  of  friends  and  wires, 

And  oh  long  live  the  king  ! 

Far  o’er  the  wave 
We  sail,  to  brave 

The  perils  of  the  sea  ; 

And  ne’er  again 
Across  the  main, 

Return,  alas!  may  we. 

For  we  may  fall 
In  some  foul  squall, 

Or  sickness  make  us  strike, 

For  soon  or  late, 

Death  is  the  fate 

Life  deals  to  all  alike. 

Chorus. 

But  cheer  up,  cheer  up,  jolly  hearts,  &c. 

[During  the  chorus  of  the  second  verse,  all  the  party  em¬ 
bark.— Frangois  very  unwillingly ,  urged  on  by  Widow 
Gabrielle — and  the  French  sailors  bu  Jack  Gallant  and 
Jan  Kobold. 

SCENE  IV .—  Interior  of  the  cabin  of  the  Medusa. 
Enter  Eugenie,  r. 

Eugenie.  How  short  a  period  seems  to  have  elapsed, 
arid  already  am  I  miles  and  miles  at  sea.  1  have  not  yet 
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disclosed  myself  to  Constant.  That  bliss  is  yet  in  store 
for  him  ;  Adolphe  too — his  misery  cuts  me  to  the  heart ; 
could  1  relieve  his  agony — he  comes. 

Enter  Adolphe,  l. 

Adol.  Oh,  Eugenie! — yet  it  is  some  relief  to  know 
thou’lt  not  be  Constant’s.  Ah,  the  stranger  here  !  your 
servant,  my  young  comrade, — might  1  interpret  that  pale 
cheek — that  downcast  eye,  I’d  deem  that  thou  like  me 
art  slave  to  love.  If  you  were  resident  in  Rochefort, 
you’ve  surely  seen  or  heard  of  Eugenie  ? 

Eugenie.  I  knew  her  well — few  better. 

Adol.  You  may  have  heard,  then,  of  my  passion? 

Eugenie.  But  too  frequently . 

Adol.  Perhaps  can  pity  ? 

Eugenie.  Most  sincerely  ! 

Adol.  Be  then  my  friend. 

Eugenie.  With  gladness.  Would  thou  hadst  never 
asked  me  for  my  love.  [ aside .]  I  bear  a  note  to  you  from 
Eugenie — for  she  too  pitied  your  unhappy  passion  to 
be  delivered  you  in  Senegal.  She  said  it  then  would 
close  your  doubts  for  ever,  and  might,  perchance,  re¬ 
store  lost  peace  and  transport  to  your  bosom.  Pledge  me 
your  word  it  shall  till  then  be  sacred,  and  I’ll  this  day 
consign  it  to  your  keeping. 

Adol.  I  swear.  The  mid  hour  comes,  and  I  must  to 
my  station  on  the  deck — farewell !  my  friend,  soon  let 
us  meet  again:  since  our  discourse  will  be  of  Eugenie, 
it  cannot  be  too  frequently.  [Exit,  l. 

Eugenie.  ’Twill  be  but  merciful  at  once  to  smother 
hopes  that  ne’er  can  be  fulfilled.  I’ll  haste  and  write  this 
note — reveal  in  it  my  flight; — arrived  at  Senegal  my 
Constant  will  be  mine.  The  secret  then  may  be  revealed 
with  safety. 

SONG.— Eugenie. 

As  through  the  feelings’  maze  it  roves, 

Oh  passion  has  no  greater  pain, 

Than  to  reject  a  heart  that  lo\es, 

And  feel  it  cannot  love  again. 

Love  is  a  rich  and  grateful  treasure. 

And  those  who  offer  it  should  he 
Endeared  in  their  own  generous  measure, 

Of  fervor  and  sincerity. 

For  worldly  barter  far  above, 

Love  only  can  he  paid  with  love. 
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Ah!  ’tis  when  fate  bids  us  reject 
The  duty  of  each  feeling  fair, 

Not  to  let  scorn  or  disrespect 
Heighten  the  anguish  of  despair. 

Love  still  disdains  the  world’s  election, 

But  it  were  cruelty  and  shame, 

To  barb  the  darts  of  love’s  rejection 
With  hatred,  anger,  pride,  or  blame. 

For  cold  soul’d  interest  far  above, 

Love  only  can  be  paid  with  love! 

[Exit,  r. 


SCENE  V . — Deck  of  the  Medusa. 

Enter  Jack  Gall'int,  Jan  Kobold,  Gabrielle,  §c. 

L. 

Jack.  Shiver  my  timbers,  friend,  but  I  tell  you  I’m 
right ;  we  are  now  just  entering  the  tropic,  and  I’ll  have 
all  the  ceremonies  of  crossing  the  line  performed  1o  a  tittle. 

Gab.  Aye,  marry,  to  be  sure  we  will;  those  that 
won’t  pay  their  entrance  and  footing,  to  help  bring  in  a 
good  tub  of  grog  this  afternoon,  shall  be  shaved  and  bap¬ 
tized  according  to  custom. 

Jan.  fob  of  grog!  Oh,  der  deyvil! — if  der  gro°- 
come  we  will  have  all  der  ceremony  performet !  Yaw°! 
yaw  !  Mynheer,  we  must  not  miss  der  tob  of  grog. 

Jack.  I  have  spoke  to  his  honour,  the  captain,  and  it’s 
all  settled,  I  am  to  personate  his  majesty,  old  Neptune 
and  receive  the  coppers  you,  mother,  are  to  be  mv 
beautiful  Amphitrite. 

Gab.  Aye,  marry,  you  couldn’t  fix  upon  a  better 
person— I  must  hasten  and  put  on  my  royal  robes,  my 
sea  weeds,  and  cockleshells,  and  so  on,  and  get  half  a 
dozen  of  the  foremast  men  clean  shaved,  for  mermaids  to 
wait  on  me.  You’ll  find  me  in  the  cock-pit  when  you’re 

rearJ\  ,  [Exit. 

™  U  n  U  e’  aye’  avast  heaving;-  As  for  you,  Jan, 

}  u  shall  be  my  head  Triton — my  prime  minister — my 
cabinet  council,  and  first  lord  of  the  admiralty  ; — but  I 

majesTy  tC’  mind  y°U  don  t  £et  drunk  and  disgrace  my 

Jan.  Nein  !  nein  !  I  will  take  care— any  ting,  sapper- 
ent,  so  long  as  I  haf  der  serving  of  der  tob  of  g  -0g 
Hapl  and  Donner,  my  trote  is  as  dry  as  der  deyvil.8 

You  must  and  get  my  triumphal  ear  ready 
one  of  our  gun  carriages  with  an  old  grating  across  it 
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will  do,  and  make  me  a  Trident  out  of  a  fish-gig  and  a 
pair  of  grains,  do  you  hear  ? 

Jan.  Ya w  !  yaw  !  1  will  see  after  all — especially  der 
tub  of  grog.  [ Exit  down  ladder. 

Jack.  Now  then  will  I  give  that  chicken-hearted  ras¬ 
cal,  Francois,  such  a  lesson  as  will  make  him  a  better 
man  as  long  as  he  lives, — douse  my  top-lights  if  he  isn’t 
as  great  a  milksop  as  I  was  before  1  was  pressed  on  Tower 
Hill,  when  I  sarved  out  ribbons  behind  a  counter  in 
Cranbourn  Alley,  and  made  myself  the  laughing  stock 
of  every  girl  I  met  with. 

SONG. — Jack  Gallant. 

When  a  youngster  some  swabs  told  me  fifty  damn’d  lies 
'Bout  the  perils  that  poor  sailors  see ; 

With  their  hardships  and  ills  took  me  so  by  surprise, 

That!  swore  I  would  ne’er  go  to  sea. 

Like  a  lubber  on  land  1  resolv’d  safe  to  stay, 

And  to  sarve  ribbons  out  by  the  yard; 

When  a  press-gang  appear’d,  and  so  pressing  were  they, 

They  took  me  to  the  Tender ,  ’twas  hard  ! 

While  they  sung  tol  de  rol,  &c. 

At  first  I  was  sulky  and  growl’d  at  the  trick, 

Look’d  quite  blue  at  the  beef  and  the  flip  ; 

Couldn’t  stomach  the  business  at  all — grew  quite  sick, 

And  roll’d  like  a  log  ’bout  the  ship. 

Their  yards  wern’t  like  mine — I  got.  chopp’d  by  the  wind, 
Furling  sails  wasn’t  like  furling  silk, 

And  their  grog  at  the  first  wasn’t  at  all  to  my  mind, 

Though  1  soon  found  it  slip  down  like  milk. 

Which  made  me  sing  tol  de  rol,  &c. 

'Stead  of  chopping  myself  I  the  wind  chopp’d,  drank  Hip, 
Weigh’d  anchor,  not  pins,  danced  the  hays; 

'Stead  of  dressing  myself,  thought  of  dressing  theship, 

And  got  us’d  to  their  yards,  bows,  and  stays. 

For  novels  the  log-book  each  day  I  o’er  haul’d, 

Thought  of  beating  and  not  talking  French; 

Could  weather  a  storm  and  at  squalls  no  more  squall’d, 

And  began  to  get  fond  of  a  wench. 

And  tosing  tol  lol  lol,  &c. 

Next  in  battle  we  got,  and  though  I  at  the  first 
Wish’d  I  in  Cranbourn  Alley  safe  stood; 

Yet  when  once  atmy  gun,  1  wish  I  may  be  shot 
But  I  fought  as  an  Englishman  should. 
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And  may  all  lazy  lubbers  who’d  eat  poor  girls  bread, 

When  they  might  serve  old  England  at  sea : 

By  a  press-gang  at  once  to  a  king’s  ship  be  led 
From  their  counters,  exactly  like  me. 

To  sing  tol  lol  lol,  &c. 

[Exit,  R, 

Enter  Francois  up  the  haichicay. 

Fran.  Oh,  dear  !  oh,  dear  !  crossing  the  line. — I’m 
afraid  they  want  to  get  me  in  a  line,  and  I’m  sure  that 
will  make  me  very  cross  if  they  do ; — dear  me,  I  meet 
with  nothing  but  crosses, —  oh,  I  wish  that  terrible  grand¬ 
mother  of  mine  had  never  brought  me  to  sea — they  say 
I’m  to  be  shaved  unless  I  pay  my  footing, — I’m  sure  it’s 
no  use  shaving  me,  for  I  havn’t  got  a  beard.  Oh  !  laws  ! 
here  comes  the  captain  and  the  governor,  and  all  the 
officers. 

Enter  Captain  Louis,  the  Governor,  Adolphe,  Con¬ 
stant,  Eugenie,  and  Pompey,  l. 

Cap.  We  must  not  attempt  to  break  through  customs 
sanctioned  by  long  usance,  and  only  productive  of  harm¬ 
less  mirth,  Governor;  however  we  may  feel  inclined  to 
smile  at  their  absurdity  or  reprobate  their  inutility.  His 
maritime  majesty  will  doubtlessly  soon  make  his  appear¬ 
ance,  attended  by  his  fair  consort  and  his  illustrious 
court,  to  demand  tribute  from  us  on  entering  these  re¬ 
gions.  We  will  wait  his  arrival  here,  [flourish  without .] 
Those  sounds — his  herald  approaches,  and  we  may  short¬ 
ly  expect  his  highness  from  the  cock-pit. 

Hoarse  voice  from  below ,  through  speaking 
trumpet. 

What  ship  now  enters  in  our  tropic  regions  ? 

Declare  her  bearing  and  her  captain’s  name, — 

’Tis  Neptune  asks — tremble  to  disobey  ! 

Cap.  Great  Neptune,  the  Medusa — Captain  Louis  ! 

Hoarse  voice  as  before. 

’Tis  well — high  Neptune  will  himself  appear, 

With  Amphitrite  fair,  his  bosom’s  queen, 

To  claim  the  accustomed  tribute  due  from  those 
Who,  by  his  kind  permission,  cross  the  line. 

Cap.  Respectfully  we  wait  great  Neptune’s  coming. 

Hoarse  voice,  [without.]  Behold  him! 
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Jack  Gallant,  grotesquely  attired  as  Neptune,  enters, 
with  Gabrielle  as  Amphitrite,  on  a  triumphal  car, 
formed  of  a  gun  carriage,  S$c.  attended  by  Jan  KobOLD, 
as  master  of  the  ceremonies ,  and  seamen  as  Mermaids , 
Tritons,  §c. 

Cap.  Hail  mighty  sovereign  of  the  seas,  all  hail  ! 
Jack.  How  are  you,  captain,  how  are  you  ? — very 
glad  to  meet  you  in  the  tropic, — hope  you’ve  had  fair 
weather  since  I  saw  you  last.  Amphitrite  you  jade,  why 
don’t  you  salute  our  friend,  the  captain. 

Gab.  Marry,  husband  Neptune,  I  warrant  me  I  know 
how  to  behave  myself  without  your  intimation ;  the 
captain  and  J  have  already  exchanged  nods. 

Jack.  Well  then,  now  to  business.  You  have  got 
the  shot  all  ready  stowed  in  the  locker  to  pay  your  pas¬ 
sage,  1  suppose,  captain  V 

Cap.  All  ready,  your  High  Mightiness. 

Jack.  Well,  then  band  them  over  to  master  Jan — 
that  is  old  Triton, — my  privy  counseller,  here  ! 

Cap.  Had  not  your  majesty  best  first  refresh  ? 

Jan.  Oh,  der  deyvil,  yes,  we  will  first  refresh,  1  am 
very  dry. 

Cap  What  is  your  liquor — spirits,  wine,  or  grog  ? 
Jack.  Grog  by  all  means, — I  don’t  care  if  I  do  take  a 
can  just  to  begin  with. 

Gab.  Intolerable  sot  ! — for  ever  guzzling,  while  1 
can’t  get  one  drop — but  thus  it  is,  poor  tender  Amphi¬ 
trite  must  bear  all. 

Jack.  Why,  here’s  rebellion  ; — zounds  !  speak  against 
your  lord  and  master,  hussey  ? — Shiver  my  timbers,  but 
I’ve  a  great  mind  to — however,  I’ll  pass  it  over  this  once. 
Oh,  here’s  the  grog, — captain,  your  health ;  take  a 
drop,  my  love,  and  square  all  differences.  Now  then, 
captain,  for  the  coppers,  and  let  the  defaulters  be  brought 
forward.  Jan,  look  about  you. 

Jan.  Ich  will  collect  the  coppers  for  dertob  of  grog. 
Cap.  There  is  but  one  defaulter,  mighty  Neptune. 
Jack.  Who  is  the  rogue? — haul  him  before  our  ma¬ 
jesty,  that  he  may  pass  his  examination  and  receive 
punishment. 

Cap.  Stand  forth,  Francois. 

Fran.  Oh,  lord !  oh,  dear !— I'm  sure  I’ve  got  no 
money  or  beard — I  can’t  pay. 

Jack.  Away  with  him,  let  him  be  shaved  and  duck 
ed  !—  have  you  a  razor  ? 
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Jan .  Here’s  a  hoop,  great  Neptune! 

Jack.  That  will  do  quite  as  well — away  with  him. 

Fran.  Shaved  with  a  hoop  !  oh,  dear  ! — oh,  lord  !  oh 
dear  ’ — mercy,  Mr.  Neptune  !  pray  let  me  off! 

Jan.  You  must  come,  Mr.  Francois,  you  must  come, 
dis  way  Kinchin.  [forces  him  off . 

Jack.  Now  then,  bring  in  the  liquors,  and  let’s 
be  merry — have  a  round  dance,  and  foot  it  to  the  fiddle. 

Jan.  I  will  look  to  der  grog  ! 

Cap ■  Lads  do  your  best  to  entertain  his  majesty. 

[Characteristic  naval  ballet — During  which  Jack  Gal¬ 
lant. ,  Gabrielle,  Jan  Kobold,  85c.  in  their  assumed 
characters,  regale  on  the  grog,  which  is  brought 
in.  Captain,  Governor,  Adolphe,  Constant,  and  Eu¬ 
genie,  join  in  the  entertainment.— —At  the  conclusion  of 
°the  ballet,  it  grows  dark,  the  Captain  rises  and  comes 
forward. 

Cap.  Break  up  the  sports.  Good-night,  your  ma¬ 
jesty — the  skies  are  clouded,  I  forebode  some  storm. — 
Look  to  the  compass,  and  prepare  for  squalls:  each  to 
his  station,  boys,  away,  away  ! — I’ll  to  the  cabin  and 
consult  our  charts.  [Exeunt  Omnes. 

SCENE  VI. — U  dd  of  the  Medusa.— The  crew  and  Vic- 
toire  discovered. — Night. 

CHORUS.— Omnes. 

Air. — “  Malbrook.” 

The  breeze  is  freshly  flowing, 

The  waves  are  swiftly  flowing, 

Our  ship  is  fastly  going, 

Be  gay,  my  hearts,  be  gay, 

What  though  the  skies  should  low’r, 

We’ll  spend  in  mirth  the  hour  ; 

And  oh  should  thought  remind  us, 

Of  sweethearts  left  behind  us, 

Let’s  hope  they'll  constant  find  us, 

And  cast  dull  care  away. 

Enter  Jack  Gallant,  l. 

Jack.  Come,  come,  my  hearts,  you  musn’t  stand 
singing  here — here’s  the  wind  blowing  great  guns  from 
all  quarters,  and  if  1  know  any  thing  of  seamanship, 
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we  re  driving  right  a-head  for  the  reef  of  Arguin — I  can 
&ee  the  rock  from  the  quarter-deck  as  clear  as  ever  I  saw 
any  thing  in  my  life.  The  pilot  swears  it’s  Cape  Blanco, 
and  the  officers  will  have  it  ’tis  a  cloud.  I’ve  warned 
them,  it  s  no  business  ot  mine — I  don’t  value  going  to 
old  Davy  more  than  any  other  man,  so  let  them  do  as 
they  like.  Come,  my  boys,  tumble  up,  and  every  man 
to  his  post ;  we  shall  have  tight  work  of  it  by-and-bye. 
Where’s  that  lubber  Jan? 

Vic.  Drunk,  master  bosen,  in  the  cock-pit. 

Jack.  Hum  !  a  pretty  mate  he  is.  Come  along,  boys 
— old  mother  Gabrielle  will  supply  his  place ;  — 
damme,  she’s  twice  the  man  her  grandson  is  now.  Yeo  ! 
yeo  !  lads,  don’t  let  us  be  wanting  in  our  duties  at  any 
rate, — tumble  up!  tumble  up  ! 

[ Exeunt  Jack  Gallant  and  Sailors,  l. 

Enter  Eugenie,  r. 

Eugenie.  These  louring  clouds  forebode  some  dread¬ 
ful  storm, — all  is  confusion  on  the  deck,  but  there’s  a 
greater  tumult  in  my  bosom.  I  have  consigned  the  let¬ 
ter  to  Adolphe,  and  in  a  few  short  hours  shall  disclose 
myself  to  Constant.  Good  heavens  !  what  means  that 
fearful  tumult  ? 

Jack,  [without. Lower  your  studding  sails  to  the 
larboard— cast  the  lead,  and  haul  to  the  windward.  She 
heels!  she  heels! — luff  round,  my  boys.  All  hands  on 
deck,  ahoy  ! — a  moment  and  we  are  lost ! 

Eugenie.  What  do  I  hear  ? — can  we  be  in  such  dan¬ 
ger  ! — horrible  sounds! — Adolphe!  Constant! — support 
me  !  save  me  !— help  !  help!  help!  [Exit,  l. 

SCENE  V  i  —  The  ocean  agitated  by  a  storm. — Peak  of 
Arguin  discovered. — Thunder  and  lightning  ; — the  ele¬ 
ments  rage  furiously. —  The  Medusa  is  seen  at  a  distance, 
tossed  on  the  waves. — Music  plays  “  The  Storm  after 
much  raging  the  Medusa  strikes  on  the  Peak— a  general 
shriek  is  heard  from  the  vessel. —  The  drop  falls  for 
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ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. —  The  fatal  raft,  anchored  near  the  Peak  of  Ar- 
truin,  which  is  seen,  in  the  distance,  with  the  wreck  of  the 
Medusa — Governor,  Captain  Louis,  ziainphe,  Constant, 
Jack  Gallant,  Victoire,  Jan  Kobold,  Canteen,  Francois, 
Mother  Gabrielle,  Eugenie,  Sailors,  #c.  discovered  on 
the  raft. 

CHORUS.— Omnes. 

Air. — “  Malbrook 

By  every  hope  forsaken, 

By  storm  and  woe  o’ertaken, 

What  images  awaken, 

Of  horror  in  each  breast. 

No  thought,  no  thing,  to  cheer. 

All  desert,  dark  and  drear: 

Around  the  wild  waves  only, 

Above  the  Heavens  lonely  ; 

We  must  with  heavy  moan  sigh, 

Till  death  shall  give  us  rest 

Gov.  Nay,  my  friends,  all  is  not  yet  lost— we  must 
not  blindly  yield  ourselves  to  despair.  This  raft,  which  we 
have  constructed  from  the  wreck  of  our  ill-fated  vessel,  is 
doubtlessly  sea  worthy  enough  to  bear  us  some  days,  unless 
some  heavy  storm,  which  heaven  avert,  should  overtake  it. 

Jack.  Sea- worthy,  your  honour,  it’s  as  pretty  a 
piece  of  seamanship  as  ever  was  put  out,  in  the  hour  of 
need,  from  the  hand  of  a  British  sailor.  Lord  love  your 
heart,  you  could  go  to  Novy  Scoshy  and  back  again 
with  it. 

Gov.  On  this  raft,  then,  will  we  make  for  the  desert  of 
Zaara,  from  which  we  cannot  be  many  miles  distant ; 
there,  with  our  arms  and  ammunition,  we  can  form  a  ca¬ 
ravan  and  proceed  to  the  island  of  Saint  Louis. 

Jack.  Aye,  aye,  cheer  up,  my  noble  commander — 
the  Medusa’s  gone  to  be  sure,  and  a  tight  pretty  vessel 
she  was  as  any  in  the  navy  list,  that’s  for  sartain  ;  but  as 
I  said  when  my  Portsmouth  Polly  slipped  anchor  and 
sheered  off  with  a  lubberly  freshwater  shark,  just  be¬ 
cause  I  happened  to  give  her  my  will  and  power,  a 
sailor  should  always  look  out  for  storms  ;  and  while  we 
know  there’s  a  sweet  little  cherub  sits  smiling  aloft  to 
preserve  us,  why  it’s  mutiny  against  our  great  com¬ 
mander  to  repine  at  any  service  he  orders. 
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Cap  Noble  fellow,  his  example  should  inspire  us— 

I  must  shake  off  this  weakness.  Let  us  instantly  set 
forth,  my  friends.  Jack  Gallant,  get  every  thing  ready, 
— give  each  man  a  ration  of  brandy  ere  we  depart. 

Sailors.  Hurrah  ! 

Cap.  You,  Adolphe,  will  take  the  command  of  the 
long  boat,  on  which  our  existence  depends.  We  cannot 
commit  our  lives  into  better  hands. 

Adol.  [aside.']  Ha  !  the  command  of  the  long  boat ! — their 
lives  at  my  disposal.  Fate,  for  the  first  time,  smiles  upon 
my  love  ; — what  dark  dread  thoughts  are  these  that  dart 
across  my  mind? — the  giant  shadows  of  great  deeds — 1 
tremble  at  imagining!  that  stand  aloof,  portentous 
strangers,  soon  to  be  fatally,  intimately  known  ! — ’Tisbut 
the  work  of  a  moraen*,  to  resign  the  raft,  and  wiih  it 
every  obstacle  to  my  union  with  Eugenie,  to  its  fate; — 
what  fate  ? — it  boots  not  what !  burning  desire  has  made 
my  heart  its  own,  and  wrenched  me  from  humanity.  The 
world  is  nought  to  me, — love  is  my  world, — 1  have  no  ob¬ 
ject  of  regard  but  Eugenie  ; — here  on  this  wide  wild 
waste  of  waters,  with  storm  and  ruin  all  around,  she  !  she 
alone  is  in  my  sight — my  thought — my  heart — my  soul 
— my  feeling.  It  is  resolved — to  pause  were  to  undo 
it, — I  will  at  last  possess  thee  Eugenie.  Let  me  not 
betray  myself,  my  rival’s  searching  eye  is  fixed  upon  me. 

Jack.  Now  then,  lads,  haul  up  our  main  sail  there, 
and  be  ready  to  weigh  anchor;  and  you,  mother, 
make  ready  with  the  brandy,  for  1  shall  very  soon  give 
the  word  to  present. 

Gab.  Ah,  I  am  always  ready. 

Jan.  And  so  am  I, — I  wish  you  would  give  der  word 
to  present  now,  for  Ich  am  very  dry. 

Fran.  I’m  sure  I  want  a  little  brandy.  Oh,  dear!  oh, 
dear  !  1  wish  I’d  never  let  my  grandmother  bring  me  on 
this  terrible  voyage — I  knew  bow  it  would  be  ; — first  I 
was  sick,  then  I  was  shaved,  then  I  was  wrecked,  and  I 
dare  say  I  shall  be  sunk  next.  [aside. 

Cap.  Are  you  prepared,  Adolphe? 

Adol.  I  am  irrevocably  !  Fate,  I  grasp  the  chance  you 
give  me!  Hence  every  feeling  now  but  love.  Were 
my  enjoyment  only  to  be  purchased  by  my  own  destruc¬ 
tion,  should  I  hesitate?  no,  their  fates  are  sealed,  [aside.] 
Captain,  I  am  ready. 

Eugenie.  What  mean  Adolphe’s  wild  looks  ? — 1  fear  a 
thousand  horrors ;  yet,  what  horror  can  o’ertake  us  we 
have  not  struggled  with  already  ? 
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Jack.  Now,  lieutenant,  there’s  the  tow-rope,  your 
honour — weigh  the  anchor  there :  and  now,  mother,  sarve 
us  out  our  allowance  of  coniac,  then  we’ll  drink  success 
to  our  native  land  ! — mine’s  old  England  — God  bless  her  ! 
— A  health  to  our  wives  and  children  !  — long  life  to  the 
king  and  our  noble  captain  ;  give  three  cheers,  and  com¬ 
mit  ourselves  to  fate. — We’ve  provisions  enough  to  hold 
out  three  days,  and  Old  Nick’s  in  it  if  the  lieutenant 
can’t  tow  us  to  land  before  then. 

Adol.  For  death  and  Eugenie  !  [aside. 

Jack.  Now,  lads,  our  country,  our  king,  our  wives 
and  children,  and  our  noble  captain — hurrah!  hurrah! 


[Adolphe  takes  the  command  of  the  longboat — Gover¬ 
nor,  Constant,  and  Eugenie,  group  themselves  in  an 
attitude  of  supplication  to  heaven. — Jack  Gallant  and 
the  rest  of  the  crew  drink  the  rations  Mother  Ga- 
brielle  has  given  them  out — give  three  cheers,  and  the 
Scene  closes. 

SCENE  11. — Another  part  of  the  ocean. — The  raft  passes 
along  in  perspective,  towed  by  the  boat— the  boat  is  seen 
to  throw  away  the  tow  line, — a  distant  shriek  is  heard,  and 
shots  fi red — the  raft  floats  backwards,  and  boat  disap¬ 
pears. 


SCENE  111. — A  part  of  the  great  desert  of  Zaara. 
Enter  Prince  Muhammed,  Fahdime,  and  Moors,  r. 

Muham.  Aye,  faithful  followers  of  the  mighty  pro¬ 
phet,  the  season  of  storms  havingarri  ved,  doubtlessly  our 
zeal  will  be  speedily  rewarded  with  the  shipwreck  of 
some  of  these  pale  infidels,  who  have  wrought  such  in- 
junes  upon  our  race  in  Egypt are  our  scouts  dispatched 
to  the  borders  of  this  great  desert  in  search? 

Fah.  They  are,  prince. 

Muham.  We  soon,  then,  shall  have  tidings, — this  last 
storm  must  have  cast  some  of  them  on  our  sands  these 

pallid  Gauls,  my  soul  thirsts  for  their  blood.  Where  is 
the  king,  my  sire  ? 

Fah.  He’s  with  his  ministers  within  the  camp,  eivinir 

audience  to  his  subjects  ; — those  martial  sounds _ he 

comes.  [march  heard  without. 

Muham.  Let  our  slaves  prepare  our  camels  for  depar¬ 
ture  ;  my  father  doubtless  will  not  tarry  longer  here. 

Enter  Zaire,  Liralie,  Moors,  and  Slaves,  l. 

Zaide.  How  now,  Muhammed,  have  our  scouts  re- 
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turned  ?  nave  we  more  Christian  slaves  to  gratify  our 
*iatrec*  ^  [ horn  without. 

Muham.  That  horn  announces  their  approach,  great  sire. 

Zciide.  And  with  a  Christian  ? 

Muham.  With  a  Christian,  sire. 

Zaide.  Praised  be  our  prophet  for  it  ; — advance 
Moors  bring  the  pallid  slave  before  me,  and  let  me  glut 
my  vengeance  with  his  presence. 

Muham.  He  comes. 


Enter  Moors  with  Adolphe  and  Pompev,  r. _  who  have 

been  wrecked  on  the  desert. 

Zaide.  Now,  Christian  dog,  thy  name  and  nation  ! 

Adol.  I  am  a  Frenchman,  chief,  my  name  Adolphe. 
Thrown  by  a  storm  upon  this  lurid  desert,  I  claim  safe 
conduct  hence  to  Senegal,  there  I  can  soon  obtain  a  pas¬ 
sage  back  to  France. 

Zaide.  A  Frenchman  !  and  release  you,  while  Egypt’s 
deserts  are  yet  wetted  with  the  blood  of  Moors  and  true 
believers,  slaughtered  by  your  base  bands,  and  unre¬ 
venged  !  ha!  ha!  ha!  Dog-,  thou  shalt  be  mv  slave — 
mv  drudge!  and  on  high  holidays  it  still  shall  be  one  of 
my  subjects’  pleasures  to  torment  thee  till  thy  pale  cheek 
grows  sallow!  I’ll  grind  thy  bones  with  labour — vex 
thee  with  mocks— rain  on  thee  blows  like  dews,  render 
life  hateful,  and  still  deny  that  death  thou’d’st  deem  a 
blessing  ! 

Adol.  Do  I  hear  this  and  live  ?— Infidel,  slave,  one 
other  such  a  word,  and  here,  ’midst  all  thy  bands.  I’ll 

dash  thee  lifeless  at  my  feet ! — thy  slave — thy  sport! _ 

When  France  and  Eugenie  await  my  coming,  what 
bands  — what  force  can  keep  me  ? — give  way,  or  by  bright 
heaven  I’ll  make  a  passage  o’er  your  lifeless  bodies,  and 
render  Egypt’s  slaughters  poor  to  mine  ! 

Zaide.  What !  threatened  ?— die  !  [is  about  to  strike. 

Liralie.  Hold  !  hold  !  my  father  ! — spare  him  ! — spare 
^l!m-  spare  him!  [interposing. 

Zaide.  You  plead  for  him  ? — a  Christian  and  a  French¬ 
man  !  —  You,  Liralie? — what  does  this  mean  ? 

Liralie.  I — I  would  have  him  for  my — my  slave. 

Zaide.  Ha  !  for  thy  slave  ! 

Liralie.  ’lis  my  first  request — and  in  your  mirth, 
last  moon,  when  I  had  pleasured  you  with  songs  and' 
dances,  you  swore,  great  sire,  to  grant  whatever '  boon 
your  Liralie  might  ask  ; — wiil  you  refuse  my  first  ? 
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Zaide.  No,  I  respect  my  word  ; — it  shall  be  so. — 
Henceforth  he  is  thy  slave  ; — bind  him  till  torture  tames 
him  into  meekness ! 

Adol.  Villains!  stand  off! — I’ll  die  ere  1  will  yield  ! — 
[is  seized.]  Cowards!  so  many  against  one  !  Why  has  not 
spirit  power  to  aid  its  daring  ?  then  had  I  been  myself  a 
host,  nor  yielded  thus  to  numbers!  A  slave,  and  Eugenie 
farther  removed  from  all  my  hopes  than  ever,  then  is 
the  measure  of  my  crimes  dealt  to  me  ! — And  have  J 
plunged  myself  in  guilt  and  blood  for  this  ? — consigned 
my  comrades  to  a  lingering  suffering  death, — to  be  my¬ 
self  a  slave  ! — horrible  reflection  ! — cursed  chance  that 
threw  me  on  these  fatal  sands  ! — But  is  there  no  escape — 
no  hope? — this  female,  who  has  interposed  to  save  me, 
and  who  is  now  my  arbitress,  looks  kindly  on  me,  I  will 
not  all  despair  !  [aside. 

Zaide.  Now  for  our  camp  at  Daccard,  there  to  await 
the  coming  of  those  victims  the  god  of  storms  may  kindly 
wreck  upon  our  shores!  and  plan  new  modes  ofvengeance 
on  the  Christian !  Liralie, — spare  not  for  torments,  girl, 
to  mould  this  pale  slave  to  thy  will. 

Liralie.  Fear  not,  dread  sire,  I  shall  find  means,  ne’er 
doubt,  to  make  him  pliant  to  my  wishes. 

Zaide.  On  then,  for  Daccard. 

Liralie.  This  way,  lorn  stranger. 

Adol.  T’ll  live  for  Eugenie  1 — lead  on. 

Zaide.  March  !  [Exeunt  Omnes,  K. 

SCENE  IV. —  Another  part  of  the  ocean. —  The  raft  dis¬ 
covered  with  Governor,  Captain  Louis,  Constant,  Eu¬ 
genie,  Jack  Gallant,  Jan  Kobold,  Victoire,  Francois, 

Gabrielle,  and  Sailors,  in  attitudes  of  dejection. 

Eugenie.  The  night  comes  darkly  on,  and  we  are 
still  as  far  from  hope  and  joy  as  ever! — inhuman  !  trea¬ 
cherous  !  infamous  Adolphe  ! 

Con.  Adolphe  ! — his  name  falls  like  a  plague-spot  on 
our  hearts,  and  taints  the  air  that’s  sullied  with  its  sound  ! 
— dastard!  robber!  murderer! — Oh,  could  I  seize  my 
passions  as  they  rise,  and  mould  them  in  expression — 
could  I  convey  my  hate — my  scorn — my  anger — my  re- 
venge,  into  one  burning  word,  and  give  that  word  the 
lightning’s  power  to  blast — consume— destroy  ! — then 
would  1  dart  it  at  the  traitor’s  heart,  and  dash  him  to  de¬ 
struction  ! — To  desert — to  sacrifice  us  thus — to  yield  so 
many  victims  to  lingering  torments  to  gratify  one  sel- 
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fish  passion  ! — to  be  revenged  on  one  poor  rival !  great 
Clod  l  what  pangs — what  penalties  can  recompense  the 
villain  ? 

Captain .  Our  hopes  must  now  rest  on  another  world, 
— horrible  situation  !  Gabrielle,  what  store  of  wine  and 
biscuits  have  we  still  remaining? 

Gab.  But  one  ration  more,  noble  captain. — Our 
spirits  are  at  their  last  ebb — they’ll  soon  be  gone  for  ever  . 
— but  the  old  woman  won’t  despair,  for  all  that. 

Jack.  Right,  mother,  a  true  seaman  never  should 
despair — we’re  in  a  bad  case  truly — sailing  without  com¬ 
pass  or  provision — all  our  biscuit  gone — our  grog  drank, 
and  we  left  to  strike  our  colours  to  starvation, — but  bear 
up,  I’ve  had  more  narrow  escapes  than  this  ot  going  to 
old  Davy  ; — we  may  make  land  in  the  morning, — a  sail 
may  pick  us  up,  or  a  thousand  things.— Damme  !  I  wish  l 
onfy  had  that  cowardly  scoundrel,  Master  Adolphe,  here  ! 
I’d  marry  him  to  the  gunner’s  daughter — give  him  such 
a  round  dozen,  as  I  warrant  he  shouldn’t  forget  for  one 
while,  the  lubberly  rascal  ! — when  did  he  ever  find  a 
British  officer  desert  his  men  in  this  way  ? 

Gov.  Who  holds  the  watch  to-night? 

Jack.  Jan  Kobold,  Governor. 

Gov.  You  will  look  vigilantly  out,  Jan,  for  land  and 
succour, — let.  nought  escape  your  observation — it  is  our 
only  chance  for  life. 

Jan.  Ich  sal  tak  care,  Governor;  but  der  deyvil,  ich 
no  like  keeping  der  watch  without  der  brandy.  [aside. 

Gov.  And  you,  good  mother,  guard,  as  you  would 
your  heart's  blood,  our  little  store  of  food:  should  any 
chance  deprive  us  of  that,  we  indeed  are  lost. 

Gab.  Never  fear,  your  honour — they’ll  be  cunning 
who  get  a  bit  or  sup  from  me. 

Jan.  [aside.]  Ich  will  have  some  of  der  brandy  though 
foralldat. 

Con.  Whate’er  becomes  of  Constant  beloved  Engenie, 
may  every  blessing  breathe  its  sweet  influence  over  thee  ! 
— mayst  thou  find  life  one  summer,  and  each  day  gather 
joys  as  infancy  does  flowers — and  find  them  spring  for 
thee  as  plenteously  and  gladly. 

Eugenie.  Adored  Constant,  his  every  thought  is  mine. 
He  little  deems  I  am  a  partner  in  his  sufferings.  Heaven 
keep  him  from  that  knowledge  ! — ’twould  double  all  his 
anguish.  Now  for  sweet  dreams  of  France  and  preserva¬ 
tion.  [aside. 
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Con.  Good-night,  my  friends. 

Omnes.  Good- night — good-night. 

Jan.  Ich  sal  keep  der  watch. 

I  Music.— Governor,  Captain,  Gabrielle,  Constant,  Eu¬ 
genie,  8§c.  resign  themselves  to  sleep  — Night  conies  on, 
Panorama.  A  fter  a  pause  Jan  comes  forward. 

Tan.  T  think  dey  are  all  asleep  now,  and  Ich  can 
get  some  of  der  brandy. — Dey vil,  I  am  glad  it  was 

my  watch,  for  I  am  very  dry.  Victoire — Victoire _ 

Vic.  Hey — aw  ! — what’s  the  matter— have  you  dis¬ 
covered  land  ? 

Jan.  Yaw,  der  land  of  promise.  Kinchin. 

Vic.  There’s  no  such  spot  in  the  charts. 

Jan.  Hush  !  hush  !  you  will  wake  der  captain,  Kin¬ 
chin.  Should  you  not  like  some  brandy  ? 

Vic.  Yes,  give  me  some. 

Jan.  Sapperment,  you  must  get  it  first. 

Vic.  But  how? 

Jan.  Dat  is  der  ting.  We  must  seize  it  while  mother 
Gabrielle’s  asleep  ; — we  may  as  well  die  at  der  once,  as 
live  and  be  starvet. 

Vic.  So  I  say. 

Jan.  Here  goes  then  ; — softly,  softly  Kinchin  dey- 
vil,  1  have  waked  Francois. 

Fran  [wa/cing.]  Eh  !  what’s  that  ?—  going  to  steal  the 

stores? — I’ll  tell  my  grandmother  of  you — granny! _ 

gran  — 

Vic.  A  word  and  you  die  !  —  Be  quiet  and  a  horn  of 
brandy  is  your  reward.  [presenting  pistol. 

Fran.  I’d  much  rather  have  some  brandy  than  be 
{they  get  the  keg  of  brandy  undiscovered. 
Jan.  Now  then,  here  is  der  brandy — we  shall  drink 
ourselves  as  der  first  toast,  [they  drink.]  Ah,  goot,  very 

goot,  it  has  made  me  twice  der  man  I  was  already, _ Ich 

sal  take  some  more. 

Vic.  Aye,  aye,  let’s  have  some  more. 

Jan.  Ich  sal  gi  ve  you  now  long  life  to  der  brandy  [drinks, 
Fran.  I  don’t  think  it  will  last  long  if  we  go  on  in 
this  manner  though;  it  certainly  does  make  one  verv 

con  rag-eons. 

V/c.  Long  life  to  the  brandy.  [drinks. 

Jan.  [intoxicated.]  Poor  fellows  !  dey  are  fast  asleep 
— we  had  better  kill  dem  at  once  and  let  dem  remain  so 
or  dey  will  want  some  of  der  brandy  when  dey  wake* 
and  we  shall  not  have  not  enough  for  all. 
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Vic.  Aye,  aye,  it  will  be  best — nobody  will  know 
any  ting  of  the  matter  give  me  der  hatchet — sapper- 
ment  I  could  do  any  thing  now. 

Fran.  Dear  me  ! — dear  me  !  going  to  kill  the  Gover¬ 
nor,  and  the  Captain,  and  my  granny.  I  shall  be  hang¬ 
ed  if  I  don’t  tell, — I  feel  very  bold  with  the  brandy — I’ve 
a  great  mind  to — 

Jan.  Now  then,  we  must  strike  all  at  once. 

[^45  they  are  about  to  strike,  Francois  gives  the  alarm. 

Fran.  Murder!  murder!  murder! — captain! — grand¬ 
mother  ! 

Gab.  [starting up.']  Eh ! — what,  murder? — ha!  thestores 
gone!  Heaven  preserve  the  old  woman’s  senses. — yield 
rogues ! 

Con.  [waking.]  Madmen  !  what  would  you  do  ? — De¬ 
struction  !  our  stores  in  their  possession  ! — we  are  lost  ! 

Jack,  [waking.]  Damme,  a  mutiny  ! — give  up  the 
stores,  you  swabs,  or  you  shall  have  a  belly  full  of  cold 
steel  and  warm  lead  ! — share  and  share  alike  is  the  sai¬ 
lors’  motto  all  the  world  over. 

Jan.  Nein,  nein !  we  have  got  possession  of  der 
brandy,  and  we  ’ll  fight  like  der  lion  for  it. 

Con.  The  peril  be  on  your  own  head  then, — fire,  my 
friends. 

Jack.  Damme,  I’ll  wing  some  of  them  ! 

[Music.— A  desperate  struggle  ensues — the  mutineers  are 
destroyed,  and  thrown  into  the  sea. 

Con.  Desperate,  wretched,  infatuated  men  !  they  have 
destroyed  themselves  and  us. 

Cap.  We  are  like  men  upon  destruction’s  brink,  grow¬ 
ing  giddy  with  apprehension,  and  toppling  untimely  to 
our  fate. 

Jack.  1  thought  we’d  give  a  good  account  of  some  of 
them,  the  rascals  ! 

Gab.  Aye  aye,  and  I  warrant  me  the  old  woman 
didn't  miss  her  man  in  the  scuffle  ;  that  villain,  Jan,  has 
been  a  good  customer  to  me  in  his  time,  but  I  think  we’ve 
settled  all  accounts  now. 

Jack.  Captain,  we  must  be  floating  in  a  direction  to¬ 
wards  land  could  we  preserve  life  but  a  few  hours  lon¬ 
ger,  we  might  still  live  long  and  lie  happy.  I  know  by 
the  appearance  of  the  waters  I’m  right— I’m  never  out  in 
my  latitude,  and  I’ll  wager  my  year’s  pay  to  a  China 
orange  we  reach  land  in  the  next  twenty-four  hours. 


34  SHIPWRECK  OF  THE  MEDUSA.  [ACT  II. 

Con.  ’Ere  that,  all  will  be  over;— we  shall  bat  reach 
land  to  gain  a  burial  place  in  its  bosom. 

Gov.  Can  we  devise  no  plan  in  this  extremity  ? — ne¬ 
cessity,  thou  fruitful  mother  of  invention,  aid  me  now. 
Will  it  not  be  better  one  should  die  to  save  the  rest,  than 
all  should  perish  ? 

Cap.  It  will — it  will,  and  I  will  be  the  victim. 

Gov.  Not  so,  we  will  cast  lots — let  fate  decide  it. — 
Jack  Gallant  you  must  prepare  the  lots. 

Jack.  ’Tis  a  hard  service.  Governor,  but  a  British 
sailor  never  flinches  from  his  duty  in  the  hour  of  trial,  be 
it  what  it  may.— I’ll  trouble  your  honour  for  your  pencil, 
— that  ever  1  should  put  my  scollarship  to  this  use.  But 
what  are  we  to  do  for  paper  ?— I  have  it,  here’s  the  love 
letter  that  my  Nan  sent  me  the  last  time  I  left  old  En¬ 
gland — I’ve  kept  it  next  my  heart  ever  since,  but  it  must 
go  now — poor  Nan  !  It  was  as  pretty  a  bit  of  penman¬ 
ship — but  no  matter,  I  shall  never  see  her  again — poor 
Nan  ! — I’m  tearing  my  heart  in  tearing  this,  [ prepares 
lo/s] — however,  there  it  is — ‘  death  J’ — ‘  execution!’ — 
[writes']  the  lots  are  prepared, — now  draw,  and  decide 
who  is  to  die  and  who  to  strike  the  blow. 

[Music. — They  draw  lots. 

Jack.  Now  then  on  whom  does  fate  decide? 

Fug.  [reading.]  Great  God  ! — thelot  ismine;  *'  DEATH  !’ 

Cap.  [reading.]  And  1  to  deal  the  blow  ! 

Eugenie.  Oh,  father! — father  ! — bless,  forgive  me 
ere  you  strike! 

Cap.  Great  heaven  !—  what  mean  you? 

Eugenie.  I  am  your  Eugenie  !  thrice  blest  to  die  and 
save  you  and  my  Constant. 

Cap.  Hour  of  unutterable  anguish  i — ill-fated  girl, 
how  couldst  thou  draw  this  ruin  on  thyself?  I  cannot 
be  thy  murderer,  but  will  die  for  thee  ! 

Con.  No,  no!  my  Eugenie  enduring  tempest,  famine 
—death  for  me!  matchless,  heroic  girl, — she  shall  not  die  ! 
— let  me  become  the  victim:  here,  comrades,  here,  let 
your  quick  daggers  shed  my  heart’s  blood  for  her,  and  i* 
shall  flow  with  rapture  to  preserve  her 

Jack.  Hold,  hold!  let  Jack  Gallant  say  a  word  in 
this  here  business. —  Shiver  my  timbers  i  how  the  spray 
is  pouring  out  of  my  top-lights — it’s  as  refreshing  as  a 
can  of  grog  to  me, — we  are  desperate — we  are  desolate — 
dying  men:  but  we  have  the  hearts  of  human  beings, 
and  we  must  act  up  to  them,  let  whatever  be  the  upshot — 
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wemusn’t  part  the  young  couple,  let  them  live  and  die  to¬ 
gether,  as  we’ll  do. — When  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst, 
and  hope  and  chance  are  gone,  damme,  we’ll  cut 
the  lashings — scuttle  the  raft,  and  all  take  our  passage  to 
heaven  together. 

Gab.  Be  it  so — I  am  old  and  worn  out  in  the  service, 
and  till  that  time  comes,  my  share  shall  be  divided  be¬ 
tween  my  dear  young  mistress  and  my  nephew. 

Jack.  What  do  I  see? — by  all  my  hopes  a  turtle  sleep¬ 
ing  on  the  waves.  Softly,  softly,  he  floats  towards  us! 
[kneels.]  a  moment — a  moment,  and — I  have  him  !  [Jack 
catches  the  Turtle .]  Thank  God  ! — thank  God  ! — we  for 
another  day  are  saved  !  [Picture. —  The  drop  falls  for 

END  OF  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — Moorish  encampment  at  Daccard. 

Enter  Adolphe,  l. 

Adol.  Retributive  justice,  how  long  wilt  thou  endure! 
-—how  much  longer  must  I  groan  and  linger  among  these 
cursed  Moors — shut  out,  though  every  other  obstacle  I  had 
removed,  from  liberty,  love,  life,  and  Eugenie.  Ah! 
Eugenie  !  but  for  thy  all  o’er-powering  remembrance, 
such  the  sweet  sway  of  she  my  Moorish  mistress,  I  had 
been  well  content  to  pass  my  life  here; — she  leaves  no 
wish — no  want! — her  chains  are  flowerets  and  her  duties 
pleasures.  But  ah,  thy  withheld  charms,  still,  still  recur 
in  memory, to  blast  enjoyment ; — thy  lovely  lineaments — 
thy  fatal  eyes:  where  are  my  tablets  ? — let  me  cheat  me¬ 
mory  by  endeavouring  to  retrace  them,  [takes  out  his 
pocket-book.]  What’s  this? — by  heaven  the  etter  con¬ 
signed  by  Eugenie  to  that  young  officer,  who  so  gained 
my  friendship.  Arrived  in  Senegal,!  wasto  open  it.  It  is 
her  hand, — let  me  not  waste  a  moment :  [reads.]  “  Forget 
your  hopes  for  ever,  dearest  friend  ;  ere  you  read  this 
’twill  bea  crime  to  love  me;  keep  my  secret,  as  the  young 
midshipman,  who  gives  you  this, — I  embarked  with  you, 
and  ere  this  shall  become  the  wife  of  Constant.”  What ! 
Eugenie  the  boyish  midshipman,  embarked  with  us! — 
Great  God  !  then  she  is  on  the  raft ! — is  lost !  is  murdered ! 
and  I,  wretch,  am  her  murderer  !  Oh,  horror!  horror! 
’Ere  this  she  has  become  some  horrid  monster  of  the 
ocean’s  prey  !  or  else,  in  lingering  tortures,  slowly  yields 
her  suffering  life  to  gaunt-faced  famine!  Daemons  of  guilt 


36 


SHIPWRECK  OF  THE  MEDUSA. 


[act  iii. 


and  vengeance  !  rise  and  blast  one  to  whom  all  previous 
murderers  are  angels!  Open,  just  earth,  and  let  not 
this  polluted  hateful  body  canker  thy  fair  breast  longer; 
give  me  a  passage  strait  to  nethermost  hell !— my  presence 
there  will  make  it  jubilee  among  the  fiends  of  torture, 
"  10  ^  with  shrieks  the  coming  of  a  being  nioreguil- 
iy,  lost,  and  hideous  than  themselves!  I  come,  I  come  ! 
prepareyour  plagues— your  tortures  !— they  will  be  ease 
to  what  I  suffer  now.  Lost  Eugenie!  damned  daemon- 
sou  Adolphe!  [throws  himself  on  the  earth. 


Enter  Lirai .ie,  l. 

Liralie.  Where  strays  my  gentle  Christian— my  pen¬ 
sive  slave,  who  has  enchained  his  mistress’  heart  and 
made  her  slave  in  turn? — Is  my  sire  right,  and  have  these 
Christians  flinty  hearts  ?  I  fear  ’tis  but  too  true:  Adol¬ 
phe  avoids  me, —spurns  my  proffered  courtesies,— rejects 
my  sway  and  longs  for  liberty!  I  have  forgot  my  state 
for  him— why  can  he  not  forget  in  turn  his  nati  ve  land  for 
me.  a  princess  loves  her  slave,  yet  is  rejected.  They 
must haveflinty  hearts,  niysireis  right.  Who's  this? — the 

Christian,  stretched  upon  the  earth!  What  means  it?— 
sure  no  ill-treatment  ?  Adolphe  !  dearest  Adolphe  J— ’tis  I 

Adolphe  !&  16  °h  hear  ^  !  Speak  t0  me  !"”AdolPhe  ! 

Ah  !  touch  me  not,— it  is  contamination  '-..Jet 
not  thy  gentle  innocent  presence  breathe  the  polluted  air 
m  which  I  move  !— I  am  a  fiend— a  murderer  !— better  it 
were  to  hold  communion  with  rank  daemons  !  than  one 

so  foul,  so  hideous  as  I  am  ! 

Liralie.  Alas  !  he  raves  !— his  slavery  has  disturbed 
his  reason.  Geutle  Adolphe!  look  not  so  sadly  !— speak 
not  so  wildly!— you  shall  be  free— I’ll  ‘  '  F 


wi" become  »m 

tiP  7  s  is h- 

1st  my  sad  tale,  nor  wonder  at  my  panes I  loved  in 
nat,ve  Fronce  maid, -how  much  I  lovfd  he  wHness 
eseTJa?gU,fll°f  ,his  bro-  burning  tears 

l[  weakness' a  ti  ’T  S/ig,h-S  !,"this  more  “>“»  "’oman- 
not  howllfh;'  f  lov'd'  tlm  d'erish^d  one-it  boots 

lone  ocean  she'd!  ev°ted  10  destruction!— e  'en  now  on  the 
ne  ocean  she  dies  starvation's  horrid  de  it ii '  There  is  a 

tope,  a  chance  of  saving  her !  Oh!  let  me  g“sp  it- 
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grant  me  a  boat  and  freedom  to  search  for  her.  I  will  re¬ 
turn-wear  out  my  life  in  recompense— exhaust  all  forms 
and  services  of  duty  ; — slave  of  your  sympathies — throb 
with  your  feelings — move  but  by  your  thoughts.  Low 
on  the  earth  I  kneel  and  beg  your  pity.  [kneels. 

Liralie ,  Rise,  rise,  Adolphe — I’ll  at  all  hazards  serve 
you, — I’ll  leave  my  kindred  and  my  kingdom  for  you, 
and  be  the  handmaid  of  this  cherished  fair  one. 

Adol.  Thank  you — bless  you,  bless  you  !  My  future 
loveand  life  shall  meed  your  kindness;  yes,  Eugenie,  the 
fates,  by  every  act,  forbid  our  union.  Oh  let  me  haste 
to  save  you,  and  I’ll  renounce  you  to  my  happier  rival, 
and  henceforth  only  live  for  you  kind  girl. 

Liralie.  This  way,  then,  while  my  sire’s  engaged  in 
council, — my  presence  will  procure  a  passage  from  the 
camp  ; — we’ll  cross  the  desert — gain  St.  Louis’s  port — 
there  get  a  boat,  and  heaven,  love,  grant  our  efforts  prove 
successful  !  Come,  my  Adolphe,  we  must  not  lose  a 
moment. 

Adol.  Words  cannot  speak  my  thanks.  My  faithful 
black  boy  must  go  with  us— his  presence  may  prove  ser¬ 
viceable.  Now,  Eugenie,  for  rescue  and  for  rapture,  or 
disappointment  and  destruction.  [ Exeunt  Omnes,  R. 

SCENE  II. —  The  raft  as  before.— Captain  Louis,  Con¬ 
stant,  Eugenie,  Jack  Gallant,  and  Gabrielle  discovered. 

Con.  Another  dreadful  day  of  suffering  past,  and 
still  no  hope — no  succour  ! — our  last  sad  morsel  has  been 
long  since  gone ! 

Eugenie.  Constant !  father  !  I  can  no  more— I  sink— 
I  faint,— oh,  succour  me  water-water—  -water. 

[she  faints. 

Con.  My  Eugenie  dying  !  and  I  can  give  no  help;— 
horrible!— horrible ! 

Jack.  This  is  too  much — I’m  an  old  weather  beaten 
tar,  inured  to  want  and  suffering  ;  I  have  been  wrecked 
—been  wounded— -have  faced  destruction  in  fifty  horrid 
shapes— -have  grappled  with  starvation  and  despair,  and 
never  flinched  till  now.  Yet  now  I  do,  but  not  for  my 
own  sake  though  ;  no,  no,  for  the  poor  lady— -young  ma¬ 
dam  here.  Hark’ye,  Master  Constant,  you  see  this  drop 
of  wine— -’twas  my  share  of  our  last  ration— I  had  saved 
it  for  the  great  extremity— this  is  it my  strong  frame 
yields  to  fate— 1  sink— I  strike,— thirst  has  nipped  meat 
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last,  this  would  preserve  life  a  day  or  two  longer 
but  there’s  a  young  and  helpless  woman  in  greater  want 
than  I,  so  take  it,  take  it,  and  now  let  fate  loose  my  life¬ 
lines  when  she  will — I’m  ready,  I  shall  die  without  a 
murmur,  for  I’ve  done  my  duty. 

Con.  Bless  you! — bless  you  ! — bless  you!  The  fates 
play  with  us; — Eugenie,  look  up — awake! — speak  to 
me  ! — answer,  ’tis  your  Coustant  asks.  My  head  grows 
giddy — delirium  rages  in  my  brain, — who  says  that  we  are 
lost — that  we  are  starving — that  we  are  far  from  land  ? — 
I  do  deny  it.  Those  are  fresh  verdant  fields,  that  you 
mistake  for  waves.  Come,  let  us  tread  them — roll 
our  burning  limbs  upon  their  flowery  bosom  ;  how  dewy, 
soft,  and  cool  they’ll  meet  the  touch,  refreshing  and  re¬ 
viving — balmy  and  bland  ;  come,  come,  my  friends. 

Jack.  Hold,  hold!  my  brave  commander  ;  what  is  it 
you  would  do?— his  reason  is  adrift. 

Con.  Adolphe,  thoumurderer,  that  art  in  league  with 
fever  and  with  famine,  give  us  thy  blood  for  drink,  since 
thou’st  shut  out  all  other  :  nay,  we  will  have  it ! 

Eugenie.  Constant,  dear  Constant,  give  me  thy  dying 
kiss;  reason  and  life  return  to  yield  to  death.  Oh,  bless 
me  ere  I  die. 

Jack  I  can  bear  no  more  ;  give  me  the  hatchet— -’tis 
better  a  thousand  times  to  meet  a  watery  grave  at  once, 
than  die  by  inches  in  this  horrid  way.  I  have  done  all  a 
British  sailor  should,  and  now,  good-bye,  friends,  good¬ 
bye  old  England  ;  and  the  great  commander  have  mercy 
on  us  all.  [he’s  about  to  scuttle  the  raft,  when  a  boat  vjith 
Adolphe,  Liralie,  &;c.  appears  in  the  distance. 

Eugenie.  Moment  of  horror  ! — ha!  what  do  I  see  ? — 
it  is  ! — hold!  hold!  a  boat !— -a  boat !— a  boat ! 

Jack.  ’Tis  but  delusion,  lady.  Hey!  that  shot!— 
hurrah!  it  is  a  boat,  and  we  are  saved!  Captain,  Gover¬ 
nor,  Constant,  Mother  Gabrielle,  look  up,  look  up,  we 
are  preserved  !  She  makes  this  way— she  reaches  us. 
Ha  !  what  do  I  see?— our  destroyer  !  monster! — but  suc¬ 
cour  in  any  shape  is  welcome  now.  [Adolphe jumps  on  raft. 

Adol.  Is  it  too  late  ?— does  she  yet  live?  She  does! 
and  I  am  happy.  The  penitent  Adolphe  brings  preser¬ 
vation  for  atonement.  Curse  me  !  but  let  me  save  you, 
and  I  ask  no  more. 

Con.  Preservation '.—  Great  heaven!  thou  know’st 
our  hearts,  ask  not  for  thanks  !  Adolphe,  thou  hast  re¬ 
deemed  all.  [the  raft  is  towed  off  by  boat.— Picture. 
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SCENE  III.-— Another  part  of  the  deserts. 

Enter  Zaide,  Muhammed,  Fahdime,  and  Moorish 

Slaves,  r. 

Zaide.  My  daughter  gone!—  the  princess  missing  !— » 
That  Christian  slave,  her  fondness  spared,  has  murdered 
her  '.-—but  this  was  wanting  to  crown  the  damning  hate  I 
bear  his  race.  A  thousand  lives  shall  yield  to  soothe  her 
injured  spirit '.—curse  on  these  Christians  !— what  did 
theyever,  but  bring  woe  and  ruin  ?— they  send  their  mis¬ 
sioned  priests  to  wile  us  from  our  faith,  with  peace  and 
truth  upon  their  tongues,  while  in  their  traitorous  hearts 
lurk  falsehood  and  destruction.  But  I  will  deal  them 
their  own  measure  of  disquiet.  They  all  shall  die !— yes, 
Liralie,  dear  daughter,  thou  shalt  be  well  revenged, 
Swear,  faithful  followers  of  the  prophet,  ardent  chil¬ 
dren  of  the  desert,  death  to  the  Christian  race  !  revenge 
to  Liralie! 

Moors.  We  swear! 

CHORUS.— Omnes. 

Death  to  the  Christian  race  we  swear, 

Oh!  mighty  prophet,  hear  our  prayer; 

Grant  when  they  tread  our  burning  sands, 

The  dread  monsoon  may  blasting  rise, 

And  overwhelm  their  hated  bands, 

While  the  mirage  deludes  their  eyes. 

There  let  them  parching,  panting  lie, 

No  sweet  oasis  cheering  nigh, 

Till  mad  they  curse  their  faith  and  die, 

Zaide.  ’Tis  well :  it  shall  appease  my  angry  soul ! 
Are  troops  dispatched  in  every  direction,  to  seize  this  mur¬ 
derous  slave? 

Muham.  They  are  ;  he  cannot  long  elude  us. 

Zaide.  Let  me  but  drink  his  blood,  great  prophet ;  ’tis  all 
I  ask:  [hom  without.  J  that  horn — some  tidings.  Oh  that  it 
may  be  he.  Allah  be  praised,  it  is  !  he  comes,  with  more  of 
his  accursed  nation,  worn  to  our  purpose.  Now,  Moors, 
draw  your  bright  scymetars— launch  your  searching  ja¬ 
velins,  and  strike  for  Liralie  and  vengeance.  Aside, 
awhile,  and  like  the  tiger  let  us  feed  our  rage  by  gazing  on 
our  victims  ’ere  we  kill  them. 

[Music. — Zaide,  Muhammed,  and  Moors,  stand  aside. 

Enter  Governor,  Adolphe,  Constant,  Captain,  Eu¬ 
genie,  Jack  Gallant,  Gabrielle,  and  Pompey,  l. 

Adol.  Much  injured  victims  of  my  love— -my  hate— 

d  2 
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forgiving',  suffering  beings,  a  little  farther  urge  your 
sinking  steps  ;  soon  shall  we  find  a  home  !  and  Adolphe’s 
future  life  of  penitence,— devotion,  resignation,  atone  his 
crime!  the  kind,  the  generous  Liralie  looks  out  for  suc¬ 
cour; — she  will  o’ertake  us  speedily ;— this  way,  this 
way.  [as  they  are  going  Zaide  and  Moors  rush  out. 

Zaide.  Hold !  murderer  of  Liralie,  and  with  thy 
blood,  and  that  of  these  thy  most  accursed  countrymen, 
appease  the  wandering  spirit  of  my  child. 

Con.  Still  angry  fate  pursues  us; — have  we ’scaped 
storm  and  famine  to  perish  thus  ? 

Zaide.  Strike,  faithful  Moors  ! 

Enter  Liralie,  hastily,  l. 

Liralie.  Hold  !  hold,  my  father  !  nor  murder  the  be¬ 
trothed  husband  of  your  child  ! 

Zaide.  My  Liralie  alive! — prophet,  I  thank  thee  ! — 
spare  them,  Moors  for  this  ;  you  Christians  call  me  a  bar¬ 
barian  ! — a  heathen  ! — call  me  what  you  will,  I  feel  I  am 
a  man  !  a  father  ! — You  give  me  back  my  child,  take  life 
in  recompense. 

Liralie.  And  liberty,  dear  sire  ? 

Zdiide.  Ask  not  too  much. 

Cap.  You  are  a  father,  monarch  ; — sympathize  with 
a  father,  and  give  my  child  to  liberty,  love,  and  joy. 
We  are  wrecked — are  suffering  men,  reduced  to  fate’s 
last  verge  ;  prove  not  less  merciful  than  the  wild  winds 
and  waves,  but  spare  us! — save  us! — we  come  not  to 
usurp  or  to  destroy,  but  to  make  peace,  and  enter  into 
bonds  of  mutual  interest  and  amity. 

Jack.  Aye,  aye,  old  gentleman,  don’t  be  cantanker¬ 
ous,  but  hoist  a  flag  of  truce — send  us  some  stores 
and  tow  us  into  harbour  :  you  see  we  hang  out  signals  of 
distress  ; — we  have  been  wrecked — deserted  for  four 
days  ; — hunger  and  thirst  have  laid  their  grappling  irons 
on  us,  and  now  only  we  are  left  out  of  as  tight  a  crew 
as  you’d  wish  to  see.  Damme,  it  would  be  no  honour 
to  kill  such  poor  half-starved  undone  devils  as  we  are  :  I 
thought  your  copper-coloured  native  loved  hospitality. 
If  you  were  in  our  condition,  and  were  cast  ashore  in  my 
country,  old  England,  whether  you  were  friend  or  foe, 
there  isn’t  the  poorest  cottager  there  that  wouldn’t  open 
his  doors  to  receive  you — his  cupboard  to  succour  you — 
his  heart  to  cherish  you,  and  his  arms  to  protect  you  !— 
come,  come. 
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Liralie.  Do,  sire,  let  Liralie  entreat,  or  life  has  been 
preserved  to  her  in  vain  ! 

Zaide.  Be  it  so — 1  can  deny  thee  nothing — I  extend 
the  hand  of  peace  and  friendship  to  you,  Christian  stran¬ 
gers  ;  come  to  my  palace  and  taste  the  truth  of  Moorish 
hospitality  ! 

Liralie.  Now  thou’rt  indeed  my  father. 

Jack.  Aye,  aye,  this  is  all  right  enough, — these  cop 
per-sheatlied  gentlemen  are  always  sound  at  bottom. 
Heave  a-head,  my  hearts,  here  we  go — came  mother. 

[ Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE  IV. — King  Zaide1  s  palace  at  Senegal. 

Enter  Zaide,  Muhammed,  Fahdime,  Governor,  Cap¬ 
tain  Louis,  Adolphe,  Constant,  Jack  Gallant, 

Gabrielle,  Eugenie,  Liralie,  Pompey,  and  Moors 

— R. — Zaide  seats  himself  on  throne. 

Zaide.  Be  seated,  friends  ; — now  let  the  sports  com¬ 
mence, — revenge  and  hospitality,  are  our  ruling  feelings, 
we  arealike  ardent  and  boundless  in  them  both  ;  all  here 
account  your  own,  and — 

Adol.  Hold  !  hold  !  ere  revelry  breaks  in  upon  my 
feelings,  I  have  one  sad,  one  painful  duty  to  perform,  in 
expiation  of  my  crime — my  madness.  Now  for  the  last 
great  pang  ! — one  struggle  and  ’tis  o’er  !  This  heart  may 
break  in  the  fond  sacrifice,  but  virtue  claims  the  offer¬ 
ing,  and  not  e’en  anguish  must  avert  it !  Eugenie, 
Constant,  heaven  formed  you  for  each  other  vainly  I 
have  attempted  to  disunite  you  ; — I  have  sinned — I  have 
injured  you — deeply,  madly  ; — this  is  the  only  compen¬ 
sation  I  can  make  ; — here  I  give  up  my  claims— my  hopes, 
— take  her  Constant,  live,  and  be  happy — I  will  not 
blast  your  rapture  with  my  presence, — no,  I  will  take  a 
long — a  last  farewell ; — retire  to  some  sad  solitude,  and 
wear  out  life  in  deep  extenuation. 

Liralie.  No,  no;  you  yet  must  live  for  Liralie — yes, 
live  for  her  who’ll  live — who’ll  die  for  you. 

[ throws  herself  on  his  bosom. 

Capt.  No  more ; — these  are  moments  and  feelings 
that  unman  the  sternest  bosoms:  time  only  can  cure 
wounds  like  yours.  Let  us  to  revelry,  and  forget  in  the 
sweet  safety  of  this  calm  the  horrors  of  past  storms. 
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Zaide.  It  shall  be  so  ; — the  sports  ! — the  sports! 

Enter  Natives,  who  ■perform  a 

GRAND  MOORISH  BALLET. 

[At  the  conclusion  of  lohich,  Zaide  rises,  joins  Adolphe's 
and  Liralie's  hands — Captain  Louis  does  the  same  with 
Eugenie  and  Constant . — Natives  groups  round  them, 
form  tableau,  and  curtain  falls. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Moors,  Sailors,  &c. 

Jack,  Gov.  Adol.  Liralie,  Zaide,  Con.  Eug.  Cap.  Gab. 


THE  END. 
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